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FALLING FOR HER DAD’S BOSS 


As soon as I see her I want her. I know she’s the one I’ve 
been waiting for. 


Even in that split second that I saw her I could tell, and I 
was absolutely right. 


She’s the one I’ve been waiting for all of these years. I had 
given up hope of finding the woman meant for me, but now, 
like an angel from heaven, here she is. Her voice is sweet 
and full of life, and it stirs something directly within my 
soul. 


Dahlia Harvey 


It was supposed to be a routine inspection of my newest 
acquisition but has turned into so much more. 


I will have her. She will be mine. I’m an older man who 
knows what he wants and I want her, even if I am her 
father’s boss nothing will stand in my way. 


*Falling For Her Dad’s Boss is an _ insta-everything 
standalone instalove romance with a HEA, no cheating, and 
no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


N ick 


“This is the one, sir,” my assistant James says, gesturing 
towards the building that towers above the street, a glass- 
fronted modern reception glimpsed between two large 
marble pillars. 


“T know,” I tell him. I didn’t get to where I am today without 
knowing where I was putting my money, and this company, 
my latest investment, was already very familiar to me. I 
came here on the pretense of being a client some weeks 
before I even entered negotiations with the old owners, not 
that James knows that. It was on his day off. 


“Shall we go in?” James asks, hesitating beside me as I look 
up from the sidewalk. Several floors up, I know there’s a 
boardroom lined in dark wood and with views across the 
other historic buildings in this part of the city. That’s where 
we're headed now, for a meeting with one of the senior 
executives, so that he can tell me everything I need to know 
about the state of my new company. 


“Let’s go in,” I say, sweeping forward and through the 
doors. 


It’s a slight disappointment when the receptionist doesn't 
immediately recognize who I am, but instead has to ask who 
I am and who I’m here to see. 


“This is Nick Hatheway,” James says, in a tone that states he 
has no idea how she doesn’t know. 


“Okay,” the receptionist says. If she’s heard my name 
before, she certainly doesn’t show it. There should have 
been a memo. “And what is it regarding?” 


I leave James to take care of it, spending my time looking 
around the reception area, assessing the chairs and the 
wallpaper, wondering if I’d like to change any of it. 


I don’t have to be too hands-on here. I’ve done that part of 
my career. I spent the first thirty years of my life building 
up my portfolio to be an impressively young millionaire; the 
last ten have been spent on diversifying, adding more and 
more businesses to the fold, and hiring the right people to 
run them. That’s how I managed to turn the ‘m’ into a ‘b’ 
and become a billionaire by forty. But while I have to trust 
someone to run all of these businesses in my stead, or I’d be 
stretched too thin, I can still carry out my own personal 
assessments to tell them what changes need to be made 
from the very beginning. 


“If you’d just like to wait here for a few minutes, I’m sure 
Mr. Harvey will be down very shortly to...” the receptionist 
starts. 


“No,” I reply sharply, spinning on her. “We’ll go to him. I 
want to get a look at the place, after all. We’re meeting in 
the boardroom, I presume?” 


“Well - yes,” the receptionist says uncertainly, tucking her 
black hair behind her ears. She looks like she wants to say 
that isn’t allowed, but she can’t, because I own this place 
now. “It’s on the tenth floor. When you step out of the 
elevator, turn right.” 


“T know how to find it,” I assure her, stepping briskly over to 
the elevator with James scuttling in my wake. 


The doors slide closed smoothly, and soft music sounds. I lift 
my eyes to the ceiling, noting the speakers with surprise. 
That’s the first thing that has to go. Last time I was here, I 
took the stairs. I won’t allow any sign of old age and out of 
touch to linger in my business. 


The ride is short, and the doors open on a long, carpeted 
corridor with doors on either side. At the far end is a more 
impressive set of double doors, behind which the 
boardroom sits. As we step out of the elevator, I see 
someone coming towards us, a young woman, wearing an 
easy-going white sundress with tanned legs, focused on the 
cellphone in her hands. 


We’re about to pass her when she looks up. That’s when 
everything seems to stop and slow down around me, she’s 
beautiful, stunning, like an angel with blonde hair cut to her 
shoulders and bright blue eyes that are innocent and 
friendly. The tiniest smattering of freckles are dusted over 
her button nose, and her lips, curved like a bow, part to 
reveal straight white teeth as she smiles. 


“Hello,” she says, quietly, because she obviously doesn’t 
know who we are and is just being polite. Her voice is 
melodic to my ears, soft and light. 


She continues past us and steps into the elevator we’ve just 
vacated. I turn back to look at her just as the doors slide 


closed, and I catch just one more glimpse of her face, 
lighting up with surprise at my turning back to her. 
“James?” I say. 

“Yes, sir?” 

“Cancel my meeting.” 

“But, sir, we’re already here and Mr. Harvey...” 


“Meet him yourself, then,” I tell him, already walking away. I 
reach a set of doors next to the elevator, which I know lead 
to the stairs that also run all the way through the building. 
“Tve got someone else to talk to.” 


And I hurry down the stairs without a second look over my 
shoulder, knowing that TIl need to be fast if I want to get to 
the ground floor and out to the sidewalk before I lose her 
completely. 


CHAPTER TWO 


D ahlia 


“Did you manage to catch him?” Daisy, the receptionist, 
asks me as I come out of the elevator and back out into the 
reception area. 


I shrug my shoulders. “Briefly,” I say. “I thought we were 
supposed to go to lunch, but he has this meeting.” 


“Yes, they just went up,” Daisy says. “They were kind of 
snooty. The meeting must have been last-minute. I didn’t 
even have it on the books.” 


“Well, I guess I’ll have to meet him for dinner,” I sigh. “He 
said he’d call me when his meeting was over. See you later, 
Daisy.” 


“Bye, Dahlia,” Daisy says, with an air of sympathy. “You 
know, your Dad’s just busy because he’s so important.” 


I nod in acceptance as I head for the doors. She’s right, of 
course. My Dad’s high up in this company, and that’s why 
he’s always here, working. Coming to get lunch with him is 
often one of the only ways I can manage to spend any time 


with him at all. Not that I’m complaining, my Dad’s worked 
hard my whole life so that I can do things like go to college 
and live in a nice neighborhood. 


I just wish he had more time to see me. I wanted to talk to 
him and get his advice, because I’m still deciding what to do 
with my gap year before going away to school. I walk down 
the street lost in thought, feeling the warmth of the sun on 
my bare arms as my sandals clop across the sidewalk. What 
am I going to do with myself..? 


I know what Dad wants me to do, but I’m not sure about 
that. He wants me to join him and work at the company, but 
I’m not even sure what it is that they do even though he’s 
tried to explain it to me a few times. Besides, that’s not 
really what I dream of. 


I’m not even sure what I want to do for the rest of my life. 
When I try to picture myself in the workplace, I can’t figure 
out where I am or what I’m doing. I only know that I want 
to do something meaningful, something that makes a 
difference. I want to use my gap year for something that 
feels important to me, but I don’t exactly know what that is. 


My family is important to me, that’s for sure. But what else? 
I feel strongly about a few causes, but not strongly enough 
to dedicate my life to them. As for work, I’ve never really 
had a particular inclination towards something. I know I’d 
like to work in a place where I can interact with others, like 
maybe an office, although I don’t want to admit that to Dad 
yet. Maybe something will come to me. I just have to think 
about it more. 


“Miss?” 


I turn around and can’t believe my eyes. I didn’t even think 
whoever it was would be talking to me, but something in his 
voice made me turn my head. And it’s him. 


When I was coming from Dad’s office, I saw him. A man 
walking through the corridor, two of them actually, but only 
one caught my eyes. Tall and handsome, an older man in a 
Sharp black suit. It was perfectly tailored to his body, 
obviously expensive, and it made him look... dangerous. I 
don’t know how else to put it. Like I could see all the coiled 
power of a jaguar held in check beneath the surface, ready 
to explode. 


I had looked up and smiled at him, and then I couldn’t tear 
my eyes away. Even when I walked past him, I had his 
image burned into my mind’s eye. He was so handsome, 
with dark hair pushed back from his forehead just so, 
angular cheekbones, and a face that looks like it might have 
been carved from stone. Like the statues you see in Roman 
museums, Classically perfect. 


I couldn’t help but stare at his broad back as I got into the 
elevator, and then he looked back at me. I was happy the 
doors slid closed before the bright red flush hit my face. His 
attention was almost too much. But now here he is again, 
standing in front of me on the sidewalk, watching me 
closely. He must have come after me... did I leave 
something behind? 


“What’s wrong?” I ask, feeling immediately that something 
must be the matter for him to follow me. I feel that same 
blush come to my cheeks again and curse it, wishing I could 
look unaffected and cool. 


“T wanted to meet you,” he says, and my eyes widen. Meet 
me? He hurried after me just for that? “My name is Nick 
Hatheway.” 


He holds out a hand to me, casual and charming. I reach 
out and take it, thinking that he will shake my hand, but 
instead he sweeps it up to his lips for a kiss. “Dahlia 
Harvey,” I gasp out, feeling overwhelmed. 


What could this gorgeous older man possibly have to say to 
me? 


CHAPTER THREE 


N ick 


I look at her, standing in the middle of the sidewalk with her 
hair stirred gently by the breeze and her cheeks lighting up 
pink, and I know I was right. Even in that split second that I 
saw her I could tell, and I was absolutely right. 


She’s the one I’ve been waiting for all of these years. I had 
given up hope of finding the woman I consider worthy of 
me, but now, like an angel from heaven, here she is. Her 
voice is sweet and full of life, and it stirs something directly 
within my soul. 


“Dahlia Harvey,” I repeat, trying out her name on my 
tongue. I like the way it tastes. I release her hand and 
consider her, this angel of mine. She must be related to the 
man that I was supposed to meet - Mr. Harvey, I forget his 
first name. Callum, or... no, Carlisle. So, that’s why she was 
coming out of the meeting room as we were going in. She’d 
been there to see him. 


I would guess that she would have to be his daughter. She 
looks to be around eighteen. I haven’t met him, so I can’t 


guess at the family resemblance, but she isn’t wearing a 
ring on any of her fingers. She can’t be a young trophy wife. 
If she was already married, I think I might have broken 
every law of God and man if that was what it took to have 
her for myself. 


“What are you doing today, Dahlia Harvey?” I ask. She 
stands there watching me with a curious look on her face. I 
can’t resist the hungry urge to look her up and down, to 
pick out the curves of her body underneath that white dress 
she’s wearing. It moves against her in the breeze. I want to 
make her mine, right here and now. Only public decorum 
holds me back. 


“I was supposed to meet my Dad for lunch, but I guess he’s 
busy,” she shrugs. “Is that where you were going? To the 
meeting, I mean.” 


“I was,” I say. I put my hands into the pockets of my 
trousers, because if I don’t, they’ll spring out and grab hold 
of her hips. “Not anymore. Does that mean you’re at a loose 
end?” 


She bites her lips, holding back a smile. God, she is 
breathtaking. I want to breed this woman and make a 
family with her. How perfect and beautiful our children 
would be. “I guess so, at least until tonight,” she says. “Why 
aren’t you going to the meeting anymore?” 


“I saw a better opportunity.” I watch her eyes as I talk, see 
them light up and change in response to my words. She’s 
flattered. Good. I want her to feel that way. I want her to 
know exactly how much I want her and if we go to lunch 
together, I’ll be able to make that happen. “Then, if you’ve 
nothing to do and neither do I, the solution is obvious. You 
should come to lunch with me.” 


Dahlia looks to the side and down, her hair falling from 
behind her ears and tickling the sides of her face as it stirs 
in the light breeze. I feel like I will remember every detail of 
this moment always, the first conversation I had with the 
woman who will be mine for the rest of my life. “I don’t 
know,” she says. 


“Why not?” I loosen one of my hands from my pocket and 
stretch it out towards her, an offer. “I’m paying. Or the 
company is. You won’t owe me a thing, just the pleasure of 
your conversation.” 


Dahlia laughs lightly and knowingly, a sound that goes right 
through me and stirs something unnamable. Who is this 
angel that is able to do this to me? I feel like she has a hold 
of my heart in her hands. She could destroy me, but I know 
she won’t. Not this angel. There’s a whisper in my blood 
that tells me we are right together. That once I take her and 
make her mine, and breed those beautiful children, we’ll be 
so strongly bonded we’ll never break apart. 


“I don’t want to work for the company,” she tells me, 
looking up at me through long lashes. “Sorry.” Then, still 
biting the side of her lip in a way that makes me want to 
grab her here and now, she turns on her strappy-sandaled 
foot, and begins to walk away from me. 


Of all the responses I expected, seeing her turn her back on 
me again was not on the list. I can’t let the woman of my 
dreams, the angel sent here just for me, to get away. I have 
to think fast. There must be something I can say or do that 
will get her to consider having lunch with me. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


D ahlia 


“Wait - what are you talking about?” 


I turn back to face him, just about resisting the urge to roll 
my eyes. He’s persistent, and he’s doing a good job. The 
only thing I can’t work out is whether he’s below my Dad, or 
above him. He doesn’t look like the other employees. His 
black suit is too nice, for one thing, and they aren’t usually 
this handsome. I think I would have reconsidered the job 
offer if they were. 


“Dad sent you after me, didn’t he?” I laugh. It’s almost 
painful, I would love to go out for lunch with this man. 
Lunch, dinner, breakfast, you name it. I wouldn’t mind at 
all. But if he only wants to recruit me, then it’s not the 
dream that I see when I look at him. It’s just business. “It’s 
okay, really. I don’t want to work for the company. I’ve been 
trying to think of something to do for my gap year, but this 
isn’t it.” 


“Your Dad wants you to work for us?” he asks, tilting his 
head to the side as he watches me. “Carlisle Harvey, right? 


Has he offered you an official position?” 
“No,” I say, frowning. “Did he not send you?” 


“That’s good to hear. I wouldn’t want to think that my new 
staff is engaging in nepotism,” he says. “Especially not in 
order to give a job to a young student who just needs to fill 
their gap year before they go off to college. We work in a 
serious industry, and that means there are lots of young, 
hungry people looking for jobs. Any one of them would be 
better suited to it.” 


“Oh,” I say. Is he annoyed with me? I didn’t mean to get my 
Dad in trouble. From the way he talks, this guy must 
actually be higher up than him, which means he could be 
my Dad’s direct boss. 


“No,” he says with a smile, picking up on the earlier thread. 
“He didn’t send me. Why don’t we walk together, and you 
can tell me about it while we look for a place to eat?” 


“Do you know this area?” I ask, glancing around in the 
direction that he’s indicating. “That way is downtown. 
There are a lot of fancy restaurants and stuff out there, but 
not many casual places.” 


“We’ll walk until we find somewhere fitting,” he says. He 
starts to move forward and somehow I find myself falling 
into step beside him, catching his rhythm. He has long legs, 
and at my side he is almost intimidatingly tall. I don’t really 
feel as though I can say no, somehow. I don’t want to. 


“It’s just that my Dad wants me to work there so I can get a 
feel for it,” I say, trying to backtrack and explain my way out 
of it. “He’s hoping that Ill love it so much I'll decide not to 
go to college after all. But I’m not going to take it.” 


“No, you’re not,” Nick says. I look up at him in surprise. 
He’s watching me with an intense gaze, and for a moment I 


think he’s angry. “ You’re never going to work.” 


“What? Why not?” What is he saying? That just because my 
Dad tried to get me a job at his company, he’ll somehow 
stop me from working anywhere else? Isn’t that an 
overreaction? Not to mention, impossible? 


“Because you’re too good for that.” Nick pauses for a 
moment and squares up to me, making my steps falter on 
the sidewalk, pulling me in by the magnetism in his gaze. 
“You should be making a family of beautiful children with a 
lucky husband. Someone as beautiful as you doesn’t ever 
need to work a day in your life. You'll have it all.” 


Nick carries on walking, and it takes me a moment to catch 
up to what is happening and follow him. A family of 
beautiful children. No one has ever said anything like that 
to me before. My Dad and his friends from the office still 
see me as a kid myself, they have watched me grow up in a 
way through all of the visits I made to see Dad during the 
day or after school. 


I feel an odd feeling right in the pit of my stomach. I can’t 
put my finger on what it is, but it certainly isn’t unpleasant. 
A family of beautiful children. I can’t remember a man ever 
talking to me that way, seeing me in that light. My potential 
as a wife and a mother. The guys I know around my own 
age are still just looking for a girlfriend they can waste time 
with and then break up with before going to college, no 
doubt taking their cherry with them. I’ve never been 
interested in a relationship like that. It’s always seemed so 
juvenile. 


I drag my mind back to the present, to try to at least seem 
like I’m not some idiot girl with her head in the clouds. I 
don’t know what to say in response to Nick, so I just 
changed the subject. It’s the only thing I can think of. 


“Tf you don’t want to take me out to lunch because you want 
me to have a job, then why are you taking me out to lunch?” 
I ask. A moment later I think I might regret it. What if I’m 
talking him out of the idea? I really do want to go to lunch 
with him. He’s so handsome, and he’s already turned my 
world half upside down. I can barely imagine what he could 
do in an hour. 


“Because you’re a stunningly attractive young woman,” 
Nick says directly, looking at me sideways, tilting his head 
down towards me as we walk. “Maybe I want to audition for 
the part of that lucky husband.” 


My heart somersaults inside my chest, and I can barely 
breathe for a moment. He can’t be serious, right? His words 
are so clear and direct, with no shyness about him. The 
guys I know are always saying things in circles, hiding the 
questions they really want to ask so they won’t be 
embarrassed if you say no. I guess this is what it’s like to be 
around a real man, not a boy. 


I can feel my cheeks flaming at the compliment, and for the 
second time just a few snatches of conversation, I can’t 
think of a single thing to say. I’m flustered, and I barely 
even know if he’s joking or being serious. He doesn’t sound 
like he’s joking. But could a handsome older man like him 
really find a young woman like me to be worthy of his time? 


“There’s a nice café just there,” I say, pointing right ahead 
of us. There are a few tables just outside, gingham 
tablecloths lifting slightly in the breeze. A sign hanging out 
front in our direction advertises their sandwiches and 
pastries. It looks like just the kind of casual place that Nick 
must be thinking of. 


“Have you been there before?” Nick asks. 


“No,” I say. “But it looks nice from out here.” 


Nick carries on walking, passing right by it. I linger a little 
but soon find myself having to pick up the pace to catch up, 
confused. “Don’t you like the look of it?” I ask. 


Nick flashes me a mysterious smile. “I suppose it looked 
nice enough,” he says. “But I already have somewhere in 
mind. So, if youre not giving me a personal 
recommendation based on a place that you’ve been to 
before and enjoyed, then please allow me to show you my 
recommendation.” 


I continue along the street with him, wondering just where 
he can be taking me. We’re starting to move out of the part 
of the city that I’m familiar with, into an area that is known 
for designer clothing stores and high-class restaurants. 
Where can we possibly be going out here? 


CHAPTER: FIVE 


N ick 


I enjoy Dahlia’s confusion, and her anticipation. The further 
we walk along this block, with the price tags in the windows 
going up in degrees with every store we pass, the more 
agitated she becomes. She keeps looking around in 
wonderment, no doubt trying to figure out where on earth I 
must be taking her. 


We’ve walked for long enough, so it’s good that we’ve finally 
arrived. Normally I would have called a car to drive her to 
where we needed to go, but since she was walking anyway 
and I had to follow after her, this seemed like the best 
option. Now, I’m ready to show her what it means to be 
treated like a princess, just like she deserves. 


“Right in here,” I say, gesturing to the doorway up ahead. 
She can’t possibly miss it. There is a literal red carpet 
outside the door, between two doormen who stand guard at 
the head of a row of velvet-roped barriers. 


Dahlia turns to look at me from up ahead, I’ve deliberately 
slowed down so she can go first, and almost stops in her 


tracks. “No, not there, you’re joking.” 
I raise an eyebrow. “I’m not.” 


Dahlia’s head whips around, first to take in the grand 
entrance way again and then to look back at me. “You’re 
serious?” 


I give her an easy smile as we come level with the doormen. 


“Good afternoon, Mr. Hatheway,” one of them says, nodding 
his head to me. The employees here are paid a lot of money 
to remember the names and faces of their customers. 


“Good afternoon,” I tell him, then gesture forward again to 
Dahlia. “Ladies first.” 


She walks ahead of me, looking back over her shoulder 
every few steps to check I’m still there, as if she thinks that 
this will all just disappear. Meanwhile, I’m enjoying my own 
view, her ass swaying in front of me in that white dress as 
she walks ahead, just tempting me to grab hold of it with 
both hands. 


I restrain myself, for now. I will make her mine. Then that 
ass will be fair game no matter where we are or who we’re 
with. I have to avert my eyes and look up ahead at the 
restaurant that we’ve entered in order to stop all of the 
blood from rushing down to my cock. 


I watch her admiring the space and I feel like I am also 
seeing it for the first time. I’ve been here more than once 
already. I was here in this part of the city when I scouted 
the business before the sale went through, and I also have a 
few other ventures in the surroundings nearby. This is a 
profitable area, after all. 


It’s a small space for having such a grand entrance, and the 
impact is that it makes you feel part of a special club for 


even being able to get a seat here. Actually, there’s quite 
literally only a certain kind of person could even get in here. 
My membership with a few elite clubs, both of the business 
and the pleasure kind, allow me access. Any normal person 
who didn’t happen to be a billionaire or a celebrity would 
have no chance of getting in at all, unless they’re a guest of 
someone who has been invited. 


The floors are polished stone, set to shine underneath our 
feet while allowing our steps to echo pleasingly. All of the 
waiters wear soft shoes to make us guests feel all the more 
powerful. The tables are set for just two or four diners, no 
more. Everything is intimate, from the single rose set in an 
expensive art-sculpture vase on each table to the velvet 
drapes that hang between each booth, creating an aura of 
privacy on either side of the path the servers walk. 


We are immediately picked up by a well dressed young man 
at the entrance, who picks me out quickly with his sharp 
eyes. “Mr. Hatheway,” he says, in a French accent. “The two 
of you are dining today?” 


“Yes,” I tell him. “Please lead on.” 


I let Dahlia continue ahead of me as the man leads us 
through to an unoccupied table, and I pull out her chair 
before he can take that honor. She sits with a dazzled smile, 
clearly overwhelmed by the setting and the obvious displays 
of wealth from the other diners we passed. 


“I feel underdressed,” she whispers, leaning over the table 
as soon as our waiter has left us with our menus. 


I look up and smile at her. There’s something charming 
about her doubt. Doesn’t she realize she is the most 
beautiful woman in the room. “You’re just fine the way you 
are,” I tell her. “What would you like to eat?” 


She opens the menu at my prompt and casts a glance down 
the list of items, short and limited but catering to many 
tastes. They serve only the very best here. 


“This is too much,” she gasps. She must have been reading 
the price column. “I thought you just wanted to go to a café, 


n 


or... 


“This is one of my usual lunch spots,” I tell her, leaning back 
in my chair with an easy manner. “I don’t waste time on 
things that aren’t the very best.” My eyes linger on hers 
until she blushes, and I know that she knows I mean her as 
well. 


“I don’t even know what to get,” she says, reading down the 
menu again. There are only four or five choices for each 
course, but I can see that she doesn’t even know where to 
start. 


“That’s easily solved,” I tell her. I look off to the side and, as 
if by magic, the waiter reappears silently. “We’ll take one of 
everything.” I hand the menu back to him calmly. 


“We can’t!” Dahlia gasps. 


“Why not?” I ask her, with a lazy shrug. “You can have 
anything you want, and the rest we'll just leave.” 


“Your usual to drink, sir?” the waiter asks, with a small bow 
of his head. 


“Yes. And for the lady, what do you have in the way of non- 
alcoholic options?” 


“We have a number of mocktail options,” the waiter replies, 
turning his attention to Dahlia. “With the summer menu, I 
would recommend something light and fruity, like a pina no- 
lada.” 


“That sounds good,” Dahlia nods, then her eyes dart to 
mine. “I think... if that’s...?” 


“Perfect,” I tell her with a smile. She doesn’t quite know yet 
that I will give her anything she wants. Anything that’s 
within my power to do so. 


“Thank you,” Dahlia says, both to him and to me. The waiter 
gives us a short nod that could almost be a bow and then 
disappears into the general flow of the restaurant, gone as 
quickly and quietly as the breeze. 


“T don’t know what to say,” Dahlia says in our renewed 
privacy, tucking her hair behind her ears on both sides. 
“T’ve never been somewhere like this before. I feel awful for 
costing you so much money.” 


I wave a hand in the air at that. “It’s nothing to me,” I tell 
her. “Dahlia, do you know who I am? Have you worked that 
out yet?” 


She tilts her head to the side, considering. A slight flush 
comes to her cheeks as she makes her guess. “I think you 
must own the company my Dad works for.” 


“Yes,” I say, smiling and leaning towards her over the table. 
“You’re right. But that’s just one of my companies. I have a 
large portfolio. Places like this are normal for me. Relatively, 
I’m not spending much at all.” 


Dahlia’s eyes widen as what I am telling her hits home. “You 
live like this all of the time?” She asks. She darts a curious 
glance behind her, over at the tables on the other side of 
the room, where men and women in suits, designer dresses, 
and elaborate jewelry are eating and chatting. 


“Yes.” I wait for her to look back at me, and hold her gaze. 
“This is my life. Only the finest things. Expensive dinners, 
couture clothes, a penthouse apartment in five different 


cities and a home in the countryside. A fleet of cars and my 
own personal jet and helicopter so I know that I can always 
get around in comfort.” 


Dahlia swallows and looks down at the table. “And a 
beautiful wife?” she asks. It’s sweet of her to think of that so 
quickly. To assume that I must have someone waiting at 
home, some ignored trophy. 


“That part of the picture, I don’t have yet,” I tell her. “I have 
a lot to share with the right woman. This could all be hers, 
too.” 


I want her to know that this is what I’m offering her. Not 
just myself, but everything else. She’s not a money-hungry 
gold-digger, I can see that just by looking at her, I knew it 
the second that we met. She isn’t the type to marry for 
money, so I don’t have any fear of telling her this. Besides, 
even if it did influence her opinion of me and make her 
pretend to love me, at least I would have my foot in the 
door. I would make sure she wasn’t pretending before long. 


“Who is the right woman?” Dahlia asks, barely louder than 
a whisper. The waiter sets down a glass of colorful juice in 
front of her and a glass of red wine in front of me and then 
retreats. I wait until he’s gone to answer. 


“She’s beautiful,” I say, looking her up and down on 
purpose. “Stunning, even. A charming personality, a laugh 
that makes me want to laugh too. I hadn’t even considered 
it before now, but I suppose that she is also young and full 
of life. Ready to bear children, to make a family. Happy to be 
a wife and mother first.” 


Dahlia is silent for a moment, taking this in. She looks up in 
surprise when our silent waiter reappears with a trolley 
and begins laying out starters on our table while 
announcing them out loud, a sweet potato soup, figs and 


goat’s cheese on a bed of salad with honey, mushrooms 
sautéed in wine and served on a bed of chestnut foam, and 
so on. 


"I don't know where to start," she giggles, lifting up her 
fork with glee and making an excited gesture. 


I push the mushrooms towards her, and watch with a smile 
as she takes her first bite. I’m much more interested in 
watching her enjoyment than I am in eating anything 
myself. I’m used to the finer things in life, so it’s refreshing 
to see someone for whom this is all new and wonderful. She 
reminds me of how lucky I am, more lucky now than ever, to 
be sitting opposite someone like Dahlia. 


A chime sounds out from close by, then another, 
rearranging themselves into a cheerful tune. It takes me a 
moment to realize that it’s a ringtone. Dahlia blushes and 
fumbles in her purse for the offending device. “Sorry,” she 
mutters, digging around and finally finding it. “Oh - it’s my 
Dad. I’d better take this.” 


I nod my approval as she leaps up from her seat and heads 
towards the door, answering the call as she goes. I have a 
bad feeling in the pit of my stomach that says this 
interruption couldn’t have come at a worse time. 


CHAPTER SIX 


D ahlia 


“Hi, Dad,” I say, quickly moving across the floor of the 
restaurant in an awkward half-walk, half-run to try to get 
outside fast without drawing too much attention. My heart 
is pounding in my chest for some reason. I feel guilty, like 
I’ve been caught doing something wrong even though I 
don’t think I was. I slip outside, stepping away from the 
doormen a little for some semblance of privacy. 


“Dahlia,” my Dad sighs down the line. “Honey, I’m sorry 
about earlier. Are you still free for lunch?” 


Oh. This is unexpected. “Sorry, Dad, I went out with... a 
friend,” I say, hesitating at the idea of telling him the truth. 
Something tells me he won’t like it. “Is your meeting over 
already?” 


Dad makes a scoffing sound. “The idiot I was supposed to 
meet with couldn’t even be bothered to show up. He sent 
his assistant instead. Why he thought that was the best way 
to get off on the right foot with his new employees, I have 
no idea.” 


“Are you upset?” I ask, catching the tone in his voice. He 
sounds bitter and sharp. 


“Of course, I am. I want to rip the new owner’s head off. I’ve 
been head of operations here for ten years, and he can’t 
even be bothered to meet with me? If I didn’t think it would 
risk my job, I’d be calling him up and giving him hell.” 


“I’m sure he didn’t mean to insult you personally,” I say 
cautiously. I can hardly admit that the reason Nick didn’t 
show up to his meeting was because he’s treating me to 
lunch. It feels like it would be a breach of confidence, 
somehow. Not to mention, it would probably make my Dad’s 
anger worse, not better. “Maybe something came up and he 
was needed elsewhere.” 


“That’s what the slimy assistant said. ‘Mr. Hatheway has 
many important business operations to deal with’, or some 
other crap.” Dad imitated the assistant’s voice, and not ina 
flattering way. “It all adds up to the same thing. The 
arrogant prick didn’t have the grace to at least show his 
face in his new business. How does he think he’s going to 
inspire loyalty like that?” 


I don’t have an answer for him. I’m sure Nick knows what 
he’s doing, he seems to be very successful, but I can’t justify 
his decision. I’m not even completely sure that I understand 
it myself, so what am I supposed to say. Still, I feel an urge 
to defend him. Somehow, it’s important that Dad like him, 
even if I can’t exactly say why just yet. “Was it a successful 
meeting, at least?” I ask. “Maybe it’s one of those situations 
where the assistant is actually the one doing all of the work. 
It could be that you met with the important guy after all.” 


“He as much as told me himself that he can’t do a proper 
briefing without Hatheway there, so the whole thing was a 
waste of time.” Dad sighs noisily. “It was an insult, that’s 
what it was. As if my time isn’t important. We’re going to 


have to schedule another meeting now. All of that 
preparation, and the loss of my lunch with my daughter, for 
nothing.” 


“We can get lunch another day, Dad,” I say, trying to cheer 
him up. “It'll be better next time. Maybe they send the 
assistant first to check you out and then Mr. Hatheway 
comes along after. It could be the way they always do 
things.” 


Dad makes a frustrated noise down the line. “I don’t know 
why you’re arguing his side,” he says. 


“Pm not,” I protest, my heart skipping a beat. “I’m trying to 
make you feel better.” 


“Hm.” There’s a pause before Dad begins again. “ Well, I still 
think it’s a good time for you to come on board with us. If 
it’s only going to be a couple of months before I end up 
quitting and going elsewhere, you can come with me. And 
with all the new changes they’re no doubt going to want to 
make, everyone else will be struggling to get their head 
around things too so you won’t be singled out too much as 
the new girl.” 


I sigh. This again? “Dad, I don’t want to join the company,” I 
say. “I’ve told you. And anyway, if it’s going to be so bad 
there, why would I want to?” 


“Because you need experience on your resume. What else 
are you going to do with this time? You need experience, 
Dahlia. Companies require it. You’re not going to get a 
better start than this. What are you going to do, wait tables 
for pennies?” 


“T don’t want a job at all right now,” I tell him. The words 
come out of my mouth without thought, and I don’t realize 


they’re true until I say them. “I’d rather settle down and 
start a family.” 


“What?” Dad screeches. “Where is this coming from? Are 
you pregnant?” 


“No, Dad,” I say. I would almost laugh at the question, 
except that he says it with such anger. “I just feel like that’s 
the way I want my life to go.” 


“Are you with some boy? Is someone putting you up to 
this?” 


He sounds furious now. I bite my lip, knowing there’s 
nothing I can really say to make him stop shouting. I don’t 
expect him to understand. It’s a feeling deep inside me, a 
desire that came out of nowhere but was also there all 
along. I want this. I want to be a mother, a wife. It feels like 
it could give my life meaning more than any other kind of 
path. I want to belong to someone. 


“No, Dad, it’s just how I feel,” I tell him. He doesn’t need to 
know about Nick yet. Besides, it’s not that it was Nick’s 
idea. It’s just that when he said it, it felt so good - so right. 
Like the piece of the puzzle I have been missing this whole 
time. As soon as he said it, I felt it go right through me like 
yes, this is what I want. “Look, I’ve got to go, my food just 
arrived. I’ll see you tonight.” 


I end the call before he can say anything else, knowing that 
it won’t go well from here no matter what happens. I walk 
past the smiling doormen again and into the restaurant, 
looking ahead. There’s Nick, sitting at our table. At this 
angle, I can only just see him, but he leans forward to catch 
a glimpse of me and smiles. I quicken my steps, feeling the 
anticipation of going back to him. This feels right, even if 
nothing else does. 


I have almost reached our table when someone steps out 
and blocks my path entirely, coming from the side of the 
room where I wasn’t looking. My first thought is that I’m 
about to get thrown out for not looking the part but by the 
smile on this stranger’s face, I soon realize that something 
entirely different is happening. 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


N ick 


I catch sight of Dahlia coming back into the restaurant and 
lean forward to smile at her, excited to have her coming 
back over to me. In spite of myself, I feel my heartbeat 
quickening, my blood running that little bit hotter. I feel like 
a teenager at the sight of her, and we’ve only just begun. 


I’m thinking about how it’s probably a good sign that she’s 
still smiling at me, when someone steps in front of her and 
blocks her path. I frown, watching. The man came from one 
of the tables on the other side of the room, where his buddy 
is still sitting, watching events unfold with a smirk. 


I tense up, feeling my shoulders strain as I watch her facial 
expression change from a happy smile to uncertainty and 
even fear. She shouldn’t have to look like that. The man says 
something, I can’t hear them, but Dahlia blushes and 
shakes her head, her gaze going to the floor. She gestures 
in my direction, and I feel my hands forming into fists on the 
table. He’s hitting on her, isn’t he? And she’s telling him 
that she’s here with me, just like she should. 


Dahlia makes a move to step around him and head towards 
me, but he steps over at the same time, putting his arms out 
on either side and blocking her path. Then those same arms 
come around to land on either side of her shoulders, 
keeping her in place. She flinches when he touches her, her 
body language screaming how uncomfortable she is, her 
shoulders scrunching in and her hands tightening in front 
of her body. 


I can’t watch anymore. A red mist coming over my eyes, I 
won’t stand by and watch someone scare my girl. Before I 
even know it I’m coming up rapidly on him from behind, 
and I can hear their conversation. 


“T really don’t want to,” Dahlia is saying, her voice thin and 
high. 


“Sure you do, sweetheart,” he laughs. He sounds like he 
might even be drunk. “You like fancy lunches? Me and my 
friend here can treat you to...” 


We never get to find out what he might have been able to 
treat her to. He never finishes his sentence, because that’s 
the moment when I catch up to him and grab him by the 
shoulder, spinning him around and wrenching him away 
from Dahlia. I won’t allow him to touch her. I won’t allow 
him to talk to her like that. I give him a moment to try to 
figure out what’s going on, to look at me and see that I’m 
angry, before I wind my fist back and throw it into his face 
at full force. 


He hits the floor with a thud, utterly stunned. Dahlia gasps 
and takes a half-step back out of his path, and there’s a 
shocked silence around us, the sound of everyone turning 
to look. The guy on the floor is groaning, his hands over his 
face. When they come away, they’re covered in blood. 


“You broke my nose,” he says, his voice obscured slightly by 
the new shape of his nasal passages. I’m glad. It’s what he 
deserves. 


“You touched my girl and her uncomfortable,” I tell him, 
down on the floor. He starts rolling as if to get up, but when 
I take another step in his direction, he falls still. 


The threat is neutralized, and I feel good about that, but 
now that my anger has found satisfaction I’m aware that 
everyone in the restaurant is currently staring at us. Diners 
and serving staff alike. Even Dahlia is staring at me, wide- 
eyed, though she doesn’t look at me with fear. I think she’s 
just shocked that someone would step up to defend her 
honor like that. 


Just what kind of guys has she been hanging around, that 
she would be surprised at someone defending her. No 
wonder she’s going on lunch dates with her Dad instead of 
a boyfriend if she hasn’t even met a real gentleman before. 


“The atmosphere in here seems to be a little tense,” I say, 
glancing around the room with a little amusement as I 
button up the front of my suit jacket. I have the feeling that 
in a moment or two, someone is going to come and ask us to 
step outside without any fuss. “What do you say we go 
somewhere a little more private? Perhaps to my suite?” 


“Your suite?” Dahlia repeats, still looking a little shell- 
shocked. 


“Pm in a hotel,” I tell her, then offer a self-deprecating 
smile. “Don’t worry. It has a kitchenette and an 
entertainment room, not just a bedroom.” I offer her my 
arm, as I step deliberately over the guy on the floor. 


To my relief, Dahlia slips her arm through mine, offering me 
a smile as we turn back towards the entrance. For a 


moment I had thought I might have scared her off, that she 
would prefer to go home alone or back to her Dad. But 
she’s still with me. I haven’t terrified her so much that she’ll 
want to leave. 


We step back outside into the warm sunshine, and I can’t 
say that I regret a thing. He had it coming. My knuckles feel 
a little sore from the impact that broke his nose, but it was 
worth it. 


“Its not far from here,” I tell her. “Just a couple of blocks. 
But since we walked here, I’ll let you decide. Should we 
walk, or call a car?” 


Dahlia glances up and down the street. “I don’t like getting 
a cab out here. They tend to overcharge.” 


“Not a cab,” I tell her, placing my hand on hers where it sits 
in the crook of my arm. “A car. I have a chauffeur on 
standby.” 


Dahlia’s eyes widen in surprise and, I think, glee. But she 
looks up at the sky, where the sun is still shining brightly, 
and shakes her head. “We can walk,” she says. 


And so, we do. Only two blocks, but it’s at once too long and 
not far enough. Too long because I can’t wait to have her all 
to myself, away from all of the other strangers on the street. 
Not far enough, because now that the tension of the 
restaurant incident is behind us, she opens up into warm 
and easy conversation. 


“I haven’t even decided on what my major would be,” 
Dahlia is saying as we come up to the front of the hotel. “I 
know a lot of students start out like that, but I really don’t 
have any idea at all. I don’t know what I want to do. Nothing 
seems right.” 


“You can study whatever you want,” I tell her. “The truth is 
that college is important, but it’s more the experience of 
going than anything else. People think they have to stick 
with something for the rest of their lives. Actually, if you 
want to reskill later on, you can just do night classes or go 
to community college and get a new qualification.” 


“Its not as easy as that,” Dahlia says, giving me a half- 
teasing look. “I know it isn’t.” 


“Not for everyone,” I shrug. “But if money’s no object, then 
you might spend the whole of your life studying one major 
after another, if that’s what you want to do. And if you really 
want something, you'll be willing to work hard for it.” 


“Is that what you did?” Dahlia asks. I can barely tear my 
eyes away from the fire in hers to make sure I don’t walk 
into the doorframe as we head inside, past the doormen in 
their red uniforms. 


“Tt is,” I say. I gesture across the marble lined lobby to the 
elevator at the other side. “This way. I’m in the penthouse 
suite. You don’t want to try the stairs.” 


“Ts it high?” Dahlia asks. 
I smile at her. “ You’ll see.” 


The elevator doors close, and I have to resist the urge to 
grab hold of her now that we’re alone in this enclosed 
space. I want to run my hands all over her body and let her 
know that she is mine. I want her naked by the time we get 
to the suite. But I restrain myself, because I don’t want to 
scare her. She’s been through an eventful lunch. 


When the elevator doors open and I unlock the doors to the 
penthouse suite, I turn immediately, not wanting to miss a 
moment of Dahlia’s expressions. I’ve noticed that her every 
thought plays out across her face, an endearing quality that 


makes me want to drink her in all the more. I see awe as 
she looks around the handsomely furnished space, done out 
in stark black and white with the odd pop of red on light 
fixtures and vases. 


“Its amazing,” she says. She steps further into the room 
and her eyes go immediately to the large glass windows 
across one side of the room, giving a clear view out over the 
city. She steps up to them, looking out. 


“What do you think? Is it high?” I ask her teasingly. 


She nods her head, taking it all in. The view is stunning, 
after all, this is one of the tallest buildings in the city. You 
can see almost everything from here. “It’s beautiful.” 


“Yes,” I say, although I only have eyes for her. “It is.” 


She looks up at me then, blushing lightly, realizing that I 
mean her and not the city. For a moment I think she’s so shy 
she will turn away, but then, to my surprise, she reaches up 
on her tiptoes and plants a light kiss on my lips. 


I stare at her for a moment, my mouth still feeling the soft 
impression of hers. I never thought she would be the one to 
make the first move. But now that she has, and permission 
has been granted, I can no longer hold myself back. I swoop 
down to cup her face in my hands and lift it, turning her 
chin up, and claiming her mouth in a deep and lingering 
kiss. 


When we break apart for air, I look down into her eyes and 
see only excitement there. She wants this. I was expecting 
to have to work for it, but it seems that maybe I already 
have. I showed her she is mine when I took out the guy that 
was hitting on her. Now she knows it. 


I kiss her with deeper abandon, letting one hand slide down 
over her body as the other holds her face. My tongue 


searches between her lips until it finds hers, and she 
stiffens momentarily as my hand brushes over her breast. I 
make to move away, thinking I’ve gone further than she 
wants, but then her hand comes over mine and puts it 
firmly back into place. 


I break the kiss only to start planting more over her 
jawbone, her neck, and her collarbone, growling low in my 
throat. I want her, and I’m going to have her. I want to rip 
her clothes off, throw her on the bed, and show her how 
deep my desire for her runs. 


“You’re mine,” I tell her in a low voice, my hands sweeping 
around her hips to land on her ass and pull her flush 
against me. 


“T will be,” she says. “Totally. Body and soul. I mean it. I 
want to give you what no one else has ever taken.” 


No one else? What does that mean? “ Your soul?” I ask. 


“No,” Dahlia says. She looks at me through lowered lashes, 
and shivers a little in my arms. I realize that, for all that she 
made the first move, and for all the eager ways she’s shown 
that she wants this, she’s more nervous than I thought. She 
is thrumming like a live-wire, a constant trembling born out 
of sheer energy. “My body.” 


The words hit my ears like a drum, making me loosen my 
hold on her and step back a little. 


“Are you... telling me that you’re a virgin?” 
“Yes,” Dahlia says, her cheeks flaming. 


I step back, letting go of her entirely. As much as my cock 
wants to jump out of my pants and take over, my head is in 
charge, and that is killing off any urges I might have. “Then 
we can’t do this,” I tell her. “It’s unacceptable.” 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


D ahlia 


Nick’s words fill me with panic as he steps back from me. 
The hard rod I could feel against my stomach is gone, and 
with it, my certainty that he wants me. I thought we were 
almost there. What happened? 


Is he so disgusted by the thought that I’m an inexperienced 
virgin? 


Are you not supposed to admit to it? I’ve never been in this 
position before, I don’t know what I did wrong. 


“Tt’s unacceptable,” Nick repeats, reaching out to grip my 
chin with his fingers. He tilts it up, forcing me to meet his 
eyes. “For you to not think I would make it special. Here, 
like this, without any preparation? No. For your first time, it 
must be perfect. You deserve that.” 


“T’ve read there’s no such thing as perfect,” I breathe. My 
heart is hammering in my chest. I’m so relieved that he 
doesn’t seem to be put off by the idea entirely, but I still 
want this. I don’t want him to stop. I’ve never felt this fire 


low in my belly, the desire to have him take me. I want him 
to make me his, just like he said. 


“You can get pretty close,” Nick replies. He leans down and 
kisses me, firm and passionate, before pulling away to look 
into my eyes again. “I will do that for you.” 


“T don’t want to wait,” I protest. “I want you now. I came 
back here with you because I want this.” 


Nick’s thumb traces over my lower lip, the rough pad 
against my delicate skin. “It doesn’t mean we can’t do 
anything at all,” he says. “I can still make you feel as good 
as you deserve to feel.” 


“What do you mean?” I lift my chin slightly, frowning. 


Nick leans down to kiss me again, and before I know it, his 
strong arms have gone around my waist and lifted. I 
automatically wrap my legs around his waist, feeling how 
hard he still is with a moan. But a moment later he is laying 
me down on a plush couch, and I almost want to cry out in 
disappointment when his body moves away from mine once 
more. 


Nick moves down the length of my body and takes hold of 
one of my ankles in his hand, lifting it into the air to kiss it. I 
shiver at the tingling sensation that follows in the wake of 
his lips, and then the light stubble at the side of his jaw as 
he moves his mouth along my skin and up towards my knee. 


As he keeps moving, all the way up to my thigh, I feel a 
deeper shiver of anticipation. What is he intending to do to 
me? His head is getting close to the heat between my legs... 


Nick pulls back from me a little to run his hands up my legs, 
inside the fabric of my dress and higher up my thighs. I 
tremble watching him, not only from nerves but also from 
excitement and the heady sensations he’s giving me. 


Nick’s hands move so far up my thighs that the material of 
my dress slides up with them, all the way up until his hands 
are resting on my hips and my dress has uncovered the 
nude panties I picked out this morning. I was only thinking 
about whether they would be visible through the white 
fabric and not even imagining at all that someone would 
actually see them, much less someone as hot as Nick. I’m 
just glad they aren’t old or unflattering. 


Nick keeps taking little glances up at my face, our eyes 
meeting every time, checking that I’m alright. I don’t make 
a move to stop him. While I’ve never experienced this 
before, and I’m definitely nervous as hell, I don’t want him 
to stop. I want him to make me feel good, like he promised. 


“Dahlia,” he murmurs, his breath ghosting over my skin as 
he lands kisses across my inner thighs. I realize that I’m 
holding my breath, unwilling to break this spell. His fingers 
hook into the sides of my panties and gently, slowly, begins 
to pull, and I bite my lip and try to restrain myself from 
moaning out loud as the fabric comes away from my body. 


Speeding up as he unveils me further, Nick pulls my panties 
down my legs and tosses them onto the floor, leaving me 
fully exposed to him. He is kneeling beside the couch, his 
face level with my crotch, making me almost want to squirm 
and cover myself up. But he’s looking at me like I am the 
most precious thing he has ever seen, and I don’t want to 
cover up at all, I want him to keep looking at me like that 
for as long as possible. 


But when he stops looking and moves in closer, I realize I 
don’t want him to keep his eyes on me at all. Because while 
his eyes are on me, he can’t do what he’s doing now, 
reaching out with his tongue and lapping, flicking at my 
folds, awakening all of my nerve endings. I know I’m wet 


and it sends a shiver through my whole body to think that 
he’s tasting it. Tasting me. 


Nick’s tongue continues to work, moving in closer until I 
can feel the light stubble on his chin brushing against my 
most intimate place as his jaw works, circling and flicking at 
the ball of nerves in my center. I gasp and shudder as 
sensations roll through me, a delicious pleasure that I could 
not imagine until now. 


“Nick,” I gasp, my fingers trailing down to bunch in the hair 
at the back of his head instinctively, an almost 
overwhelming desire to hold him closer. His tongue dips 
down to probe at my entrance, even sliding inside, a 
powerful motion I didn’t even imagine was possible until 
now. It sends shudders through me, and then he is back to 
work on my lips, sucking them into his mouth and making 
waves of pleasure roll through me. 


“Oh, my god,” I gasp uncontrollably as he works on me, 
ducking his head in time with the motion of his tongue, the 
pleasure increasing as he focuses more on the actions and 
spots that make me gasp in response. It feels so right. Nick 
here, like this, between my legs, the first man to go there. I 
know it’s right that it’s him. It doesn’t feel like anything 
with him could ever be wrong. 


I scrape my fingers across the back of his head lightly, a 
subconscious movement in response to the rough rasp of 
his tongue on my most sensitive places, and Nick growls in 
return. The vibrations travel through me, making 
everything even more heightened, and I do it again just to 
get the same reaction. I can hardly catch my breath, and 
Nick almost buries his whole face in me as he licks and 
sucks with a vengeance, until I can focus on nothing but the 
pleasure - and then it’s carrying me higher, higher, like a 
boat on a rising tide - and - 


And I feel a shudder pass through my whole body, a wave of 
illuminating ecstasy like a white light, and I can’t stop the 
movements that jerk through my thighs and hips, and Nick 
rides them all, keeping his tongue on me until they begin to 
ebb away. 


When I come back to self-awareness enough to know what 
is around me, Nick is laying next to me on the sofa, bringing 
me into his arms. “I’m going to give you the world,” he says, 
planting a kiss on the top of my head. “rll show you that 
you'll never want to belong to anyone else. Tomorrow, right 
after lunch. I’ll pick you up outside the office.” 


And somehow I know for a fact that he’s right, and I won’t 
ever want to belong to another man once tomorrow is over. 


CHAPTER NINE 


N ick 


I’m not holding back today in any measure. I’ve pulled out 
all of the stops to make sure this will be a day Dahlia never 
forgets. I can still taste her on my tongue as I adjust my 
cufflinks, leaning against the car outside the office, waiting 
for her to appear. 


When she does, my heart thunders inside my chest. She is 
even more breathtaking than the day before in a white shift 
dress, simple and chaste, and yet somehow so becoming. 
Her blonde hair lifts behind her in the breeze as she steps 
out of the office, calling a goodbye over her shoulder to the 
receptionist. 


“Lunch with your Dad?” I ask, holding out my hand to her. 


She takes it, looking me up and down with a quick glance 
that I don’t miss. I’m exquisitely tailored today in a black 
suit that is the most flattering - and, not coincidentally, 
probably the most expensive - that I own. All for her 
benefit. “Yeah,” she says, taking my hand as I open the back 


door for her and help her in. “He wanted to catch up after 
yesterday.” 


I don’t ask her how he’s feeling about being stood up 
yesterday by yours truly, because I don’t think I want to 
know. Besides, I can very likely guess. 


I head around the other side of the car after shutting her 
door and slide in beside her, sharing the backseat. Up front, 
my driver sets off silently, knowing already the route that 
we are to take. I notice Dahlia staring at him, and realize 
that being driven around like this is probably unusual for 
her. 


“I wanted to spend as much time with you as possible 
today,” I tell her, reaching out to take hold of her hands. 
“So, today we have a driver. I have a few things planned for 


n 


us. 
“Like what?” 


I give her a sly look. “Don’t you think it would be more 
exciting if it was a surprise?” 


Dahlia’s hands tighten slightly on mine. With a quick 
sideways glance towards the driver, in a lowered tone, and 
with a light flush on her cheeks, she says, “If it’s anything 
like yesterday’s surprise, I can’t wait.” 


I lick my lips, feeling a stirring in my cock at her words. 
“There will be time for that later,” I say. “First, I promised I 
would show you what it will be like for my wife, remember?” 


I don’t miss the glow and spark of excitement in her eyes at 
my choice of words. She needs to know I’m serious. This 
isn’t just a quick fling or an act of charity towards an 
innocent young virgin who needs to be treated right. It’s 
about the long term, forever. 


Our first destination isn’t far. I’m almost disappointed when 
the driver stops outside a large department store, the 
biggest and most renowned in the city. I open the door and 
slide out, quickly heading around to Dahlia’s side to give 
her my hand. She is obediently waiting for me to help her 
out. I know she likes being treated like a lady, and I like 
treating her like the princess that she is. 


“Are we going shopping?” Dahlia gasps, looking up at the 
ornate front of the building with wonder. 


“You are,” I tell her with a smile. I offer her my arm, and 
she takes it, falling into step beside me as we walk away 
from the car and towards the doors. I barely register the 
driver pulling away. He has his instructions, and I have no 
doubt that he will be here when I need him to be. “I’m 
going to get you whatever you want. Understand?” 


“T don’t even know where to begin,” Dahlia murmurs, 
shaking her head. Through the big double doors we emerge 
into a shopping area filled with perfumes and cosmetics, 
where elegant women in black uniforms move silently 
between customers. 


“Then follow me,” I tell her. I lead her to the elevator, set 
back behind a stall and out of sight of most people who 
don’t know the store well. I’ve been in enough of these 
places to easily spot where it will be. On the womenswear 
floor we get out and I lead her to one of the black-outfitted 
women, knowing she will be an in-house stylist here to give 
advice to customers. 


From that moment I simply sit back. There are comfortable 
chairs near the changing area, and after an initial show of 
support to ensure Dahlia knows she is welcome to act how 
she wishes here, I claim one of them and watch. 


Dahlia’s face is a study in delight as she moves around the 
space. It doesn’t take long for the assistant to sequester her 
into a changing room with an array of dresses over her 
arm, and I hear them murmuring quietly to one another 
about the fit and style while I can’t see them. The stylist 
emerges and refreshes her selection for another, then 
disappears again. 


I’m not impatient. I simply sit and wait, feeling the 
anticipation rise to see Dahlia in the clothes they have 
chosen. At last, she steps out of the cubicle with the stylist 
shadowing her like a proud mother, showing off her look. 


She is stunning. Her body encased in a bold pink dress with 
tailoring that accentuates her breasts, her ass, and her tiny 
waist. She wears heeled boots on her feet, giving her a few 
extra inches of height while remaining comfortable and 
chic. She looks like she was born to dress like this, 
expensive and stylish, her body shown to its very best. 


Well, not its very best. That’s a look that will only be 
reserved for me, and it doesn’t require a stitch of clothing. 


“What do you think?” Dahlia asks shyly, spinning in a circle 
for me. 


I say nothing at first, reaching into my pocket. I pull out a 
slim wallet and, from it, an even slimmer black credit card. 
“T think that if you walk out of here without buying that 
dress, there’s going to be a riot.” 


The stylist sighs appreciatively and takes the card from 
between my fingers, scurrying away to ring it up. I move 
behind Dahlia and trace my hands across her neck, making 
her shiver as I reach for the price tag. I pull it free with a 
snap, and go to throw it onto the seat. 


“Wait,” Dahlia says. “I want to keep the designer tag.” 


“You'll have plenty more dresses like this,” I tell her with an 
amused smile. “No need to hang onto it. Soon you won’t 
think this is special at all.” 


“Its the first dress you’ve bought for me,” Dahlia says, 
looking up into my eyes. “It’s a memory.” 


I relent and press the tag into her hand, meeting her 
expression with a smile. “Then we’d better get you a purse 
to keep it in.” 


We head down to the next floor for the purse, which ends 
up coming complete with a matching wallet and a scarf that 
can be worn as a purse accessory or around Dahlia’s neck. 
That trip down to the accessories floor in turn leads to the 
purchase of a necklace, nothing too extravagant but a 
simple and elegant touch to finish off the look. She looks 
perfect. 


Dahlia is glowing with happiness when I take her by the 
hand and pull her close. “What do you think? Are you ready 
for the next phase?” I ask. 


“Definitely,” Dahlia breathes, then laughs. “I can’t believe 
there’s more.” 


“Oh, there’s more,” I promise her. “And I’m afraid you won’t 
be needing those beautiful clothes for much longer.” 


“Are we going back to the hotel?” 
I shrug deliberately. “ Possibly.” 


The car is there when we leave the department store, ready 
and waiting for us. We slip inside easily and then we’re off 
again. The day is drawing long, and the sunshine is on the 
verge of turning golden as we pull up outside the hotel 
again, after a journey through some of the most beautiful 
parts of the city. 


“We are going up to your suite,” Dahlia says with a knowing 
grin. I only shake my head at her silently and help her out 
of her side of the car, then lead her by the hand into the 
lobby. 


She makes as if to go towards the elevator and up to the 
penthouse, but I shake my head again and pull her in a 
different direction. I can’t stop the smile from spreading 
across my face at her confusion. 


“This is a five-star hotel,” I tell her, pulling her close into my 
side. “That means it has certain facilities.” 


“What do you mean?” Dahlia asks. When I don’t respond, 
but only look ahead with a teasing smile, she follows my 
gaze to the ornate chrome sign announcing that we are 
about to enter the spa. “Oh my gosh! A spa?” 


“It’s your day to be pampered, princess,” I remind her, 
opening the doors for her as we approach. “I booked us for 
the couples’ package.” 


We’re given a tote bag containing plush robes and slippers 
to change into, and in record time I’m back in the main 
waiting area, not wanting to miss a moment of my time with 
Dahlia. When she reemerges, her oversized robe 
swallowing her frame and a delighted flush on her cheeks, 
it’s all I can do to stop myself from calling the whole thing 
off and leading her upstairs right there and then. 


We start with a facial, green goop smeared onto both of our 
faces as we sit back in ergonomic chairs that look more like 
sculptures. I don’t mind looking like a fool if it makes her 
happy. She laughs at my face and moves closer to kiss me 
when the attendants aren’t looking, soon earning a scold 
when she messes up the mask around her mouth. We laugh 
together like children caught by the teacher, our own 
naughty secret, shared just between the two of us. The 


manicurist takes care of Dahlia’s hands while we wait for 
the mask to be removed, and then we are cleaned up and 
free to move on. 


The next stop is the massage tables. Dahlia lays down on 
her stomach and then slips the robe off her body, allowing 
me to draw the towel up over her to conceal her modesty. 
When the door opens to admit the massage therapist, 
Dahlia makes a confused noise, trying to look over at me 
but unable to do so with her head in the table’s fitted 
headrest. 


“Shouldn’t you get ready, too?” she asks. 


I laugh, and exchange a glance with the therapist, who is 
laying out bowls of scented oils. “No,” I tell her. “I’m not 
having a massage today.” 


“Don’t you want to?” Dahlia protests. I smile looking over at 
her, knowing how pure her spirit is. Her deepest concern is 
that those around are happy too. 


The door closes and soft, soothing music fills the room, 
along with the scent of the oils. “Nick?” she says. 


I don’t reply. I want her to be surprised, once again. I warm 
up my hands, dipping them into the oils and approach her, 
ready to do my work. 


Because if she’s getting a sensual massage from a man, that 
massage is going to come from me. No one else. She is 
mine, and only I get to touch her. 


I rub my hands across her shoulders, earning a groan in 
response. I work across the muscles of her arms, shoulders, 
and back until each is not only glistening with oil, but also 
relaxed and supple, free of all tension and pain. Then I work 
my way up each of her legs, getting dangerously high up 
her thighs, feeling her tense now and then at the sensation. 


At last, I pull the towel away from her, exposing her bare 
ass to the room as I stand in front of her. 


“Hey!” she protests, making a move as if to struggle up. I 
lay my hands on her shoulders, and finally let her know that 
I’m here. 


“Relax, Dahlia,” I tell her. “It’s only us.” 


“Nick?” she’s so surprised that she lifts her head, needing 
to confirm my identity with her eyes. “Wait - all of that was 
you?” 


“I have a lot of talent in these fingers,” I say with a 
mischievous smile. “Lay down. I’m not finished.” 


Dahlia does as she’s told, and then I begin to work her ass, 
massaging and kneading the skin with my hands lathered in 
the massage oil. Her skin is soft and smooth already, moving 
under my hands like satin. When the oil is worked in, at last 
I slip my fingers down, lower, between her legs, teasing her 
there. 


I wait until Dahlia moans out loud to stop, and then I 
withdraw, telling her gently to roll over. She does, laying on 
her back, spread out completely naked before me. She is 
the most beautiful thing I have ever seen. I take the oil and 
rub it over her breasts, working it into the skin as before, 
paying special attention to her nipples until they stand stiff 
enough to cut glass. Then I work over the rest of her 
abdomen and finally down between her legs again, 
watching her eyelids flutter open and closed as I stoke the 
fire in her belly. 


I can’t wait any longer. I need to have her, now. I intended 
to draw this out longer, to take her for more treatments, to 
lead her to dinner, to give her the most perfect day 
possible. But now I can’t wait any longer. I need her now. 


“Come,” I tell her, grabbing hold of her hands to pull her up 
from the massage table. She comes into my arms, pliant 
and weak in the knees. I wrap her in her rob and tighten 
the tie around her waist, and lead her out of the massage 
room, out to the elevator, because I can’t wait a moment 
longer to have her in my bed. 


CHAPTER TEN 


D ahlia 


“Is this even allowed?” I whisper, giggling from behind my 
hand. The elevator is empty, but it could stop at any floor to 
let someone else on. “Aren’t we supposed to get dressed 
before we leave the spa?” 


Nick dumps the bag containing our clothes on the floor and 
reaches for me, turning my head up towards him to claim 
my mouth in a kiss. “I don’t care,” he tells me. “If they 
complain, I’ll buy the hotel. I want you right now. I need to 
have you.” 


His voice sends a shiver through me. I don’t even care if 
someone gets in with us. Nick slips his hand inside my robe 
and massages my bare breast as we travel up, up, up, and I 
don’t even care. The elevator stops and my heart pounds, 
but it opens onto an empty corridor, the penthouse suite 
door just ahead. 


We stumble through it and into the privacy of the suite, and 
Nick tears at my soft robe, dropping it to the floor as I walk 
backwards towards the bedroom, our mouths never 


parting. His hands pore over my body, stroking, caressing, 
groping, sending sparks trailing behind every touch as I 
pass through the bedroom door. I find my confidence and 
reach for him, tugging the front of his robe open, wanting 
him as naked as I am. 


I breathlessly take in the sight of his body as he breaks the 
kiss to yank the robe down off his shoulders, baring himself 
before me. Despite the fact that he is so much older than 
me, his body is fit and toned, even more so than the boys my 
own age. Below his defined abs his cock bounces hungrily, a 
hard rod that moves as he walks, closing the distance 
between us once more to bury his face against my neck, 
kissing and nipping at my skin. 


“T want you,” he growls, walking me backwards until the 
back of my knees hit the edge of the bed. “ You’re mine.” 


I am, and I know it. I let myself fall back before him, landing 
on the luxuriously soft bed on satin sheets that are another 
layer of sensation in themselves, smooth and cool on my 
skin. Nick quickly moves over the top of me, leaning on his 
hands as he ducks his face to mine, then trails kisses down 
over my breasts, thumbing my eager nipples, letting his 
fingers slip down between my legs to slide into the wetness 
there. I shudder at his touch, desperately wanting more. 


“Dahlia?” Nick asks. 


My eyes flutter open to see him, above me, a questioning 
look on his face. I know what he wants me to say. What he 
needs to hear. “Take me,” I tell him urgently. “Make me 
yours.” 


It’s all the encouragement that he needed. Before I know it 
I feel something new at my entrance, tilting my head to look 
down and see him, impossibly thick and long before me, 
lining himself up. A trail of slickness at the top of him mixes 


with my own wetness, and then he finds the right alignment 
and I gasp at the feel of him entering me, only the very tip, 
then resting, waiting for me to catch my breath. 


I reach out and wrap my fingers around his wrist where he 
supports himself on the bed, watching with wide eyes as he 
slowly moves further inside me. His head pops inside with a 
sensation I can feel deep within, and he keeps coming, and 
coming. I feel so full, like nothing I ever could have 
imagined. Like he was made exactly to fit inside the space 
within me, a space I never even really thought about until 
now, tailor-made for him. 


When I think he can’t possibly go any further he keeps 
pushing in slowly, until at last he eases off with a hiss of 
breath, throwing his head back quickly. By his reaction I 
know he’s all the way inside, so full and tight I can barely 
think or breathe. 


Nick rests for a moment, then slowly and carefully pulls out, 
then pushes back in. I concentrate on trying to breathe, just 
experiencing it all. It feels tight and a little sore, like a 
pinching inside of me, but it’s nothing like I was afraid it 
might be. It feels good. 


Nick moves slowly and gently inside of me until the pain 
goes away and it only feels good, and then he lets out a low 
growl, his hand trailing over to squeeze my breast 
possessively. “Can’t hold on anymore,” he grunts. I’m about 
to ask him what he means when he begins to move again, 
picking up the pace, thrusting into me faster and harder. 


I feel the breath rushing out of my body as he pumps again 
and again, unable to take in so many sensations at once. I 
clutch at his arms, his shoulders, trying to hold on, fisting 
my hands into the sheets. Sounds are coming out of my 
mouth that I don’t even recognize, guttural moans and 
groans and gasps, sounds that are fully animal, out of my 


control. The pressure is building inside of me, I could swear 
he somehow gets bigger with every thrust. 


Nick shifts positions, kneeling in front of me and grabbing 
my legs to pull them up and over his shoulders. The sudden 
vacuum inside of me exists for only a few seconds before he 
fills me again, feeling so right, so good. He thrusts again 
and I squeal in surprise, feeling him pushing in even deeper 
than before, hitting nerves I didn’t even know existed. 


I can barely grasp hold of things like time or space, floating 
only as a bundle of nerves at his control, letting him do 
whatever he wants. It’s what I want, too. It feels so right. I 
feel like I’m coming apart inside in the most delicious way, 
forming and reforming, and the sounds I can’t help but 
make get higher and louder with each thrust. 


And then a great wave of pleasure washes over me, tingling 
through my whole body, from my head to my toes, all 
rippling out from the very center of my being where he is 
inside me as far as he can go, and I can’t stop myself from 
jerking and twitching in pleasure. Nick groans loudly, and 
then his smooth hard thrusts go staccato until he lets me 
go, spilling his seed inside me, basking in the glow of the 
moment. 


Nick flops down beside me, our heads level once again, and 
catches his breath. 


“T love you,” I blurt out, then hold my breath, wondering if 
I’ve said too much too soon. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


N ick 


I look at Dahlia with a smile teasing at the sides of my lips, 
and stroke the sides of her face. She looks mortified, like 
she thinks she’s made a mistake by saying her feelings out 
loud. She didn’t. It was just what I needed to hear. I know 
now that she’s mine, body and soul. 


“T love you,” I say, and as my fingers trail down the side of 
her face, I feel something like a spark shoot from her skin to 
mine. A tiny bit of magic. I wonder what it means. 


Dahlia flushes red, though this time not with 
embarrassment, with happiness. I’m getting used to these 
flushes of hers. They are the one imperfect part of her, the 
emotions she can’t hide. I love that about her. It makes her 
real, more real than I could ever have imagined. Just the 
right woman for me. 


Something draws me to run the edge of my fingers lightly 
down to her collarbone, to trace the skin there. She shivers 
lightly at my touch but leans into it, not away. I’m drawn 
downwards, down through the valley between her breasts, 


to her navel. There I spread my hand and place it palm 
down on her stomach, and I feel it again, a spark of 
something. 


Something that I can name, now that I know where it comes 
from. 


“And I love our baby,” I add, feeling the knowledge running 
through my bones with a certainty I can’t deny. 


Dahlia looks at me in surprise, eyes wide, lifting her head 
Slightly off the pillow. “What did you say?” she asks. 


“I said that I love our baby,” I say. I get up, finding new 
energy flowing through my veins, and shift until I can lean 
down to kiss her stomach. I plant the kiss down low, just 
above her bikini area, where I can picture the cells growing 
in my mind even now. I lean back again then, quickly 
replacing my hand in the same position, not wanting to give 
up contact. “You’re pregnant, Dahlia. I know you are.” 


“How?” Dahlia blinks at me. “I mean, it was our first time. 
My first time. Isn’t that really unlikely?” 


I stifle a chuckle. “That’s just a myth,” I tell her. “It’s the 
same probability any time you do it. First time, second, 
third, it makes no difference. So long as we’re both fertile, 
and we don’t use protection, it can happen any time.” 


“But how do you know?” 


“Trust me, I just do” I tell her, bringing her hand to my face 
and kissing the back of it. That’s all I can say, because how 
do I explain that I feel it in my very bones. That I know it the 
way I know that the sky is blue and the sun will rise in the 
morning? “You’re my woman now.” 


“That’s what I want,” Dahlia breathes, her eyes wandering 
far away as She digests the information. I can see that the 


Surprise is wearing off, and that now she is starting to 
consider the possibility as something real. 


I let her think it over, already knowing how I feel about it. 
It’s what I wanted. What I intended, even. But Dahlia has to 
come to her own conclusions. I want her to be happy. 


“How do you feel?” I ask, her at last. 


Dahlia stirs as if just waking up and meets my eyes again. 
“Tf it’s true,” she starts hesitantly, though I know I’m right. 
“Tf it’s true, then I’m happy.” 


tt Why? n 


“Because I want to start a family with you. I do. I know that 
now.” Dahlia nestles in against me, her head tucking against 
my shoulder while her hand lays on my chest. “I want to be 
with you. I want to be your wife.” 


“I told you that you’d be mine,” I whisper, ducking my head 
to lay a kiss on top of her sweet-smelling hair. “Now I will 
make your dreams come true. You can count on that.” 


I hold her like that for a long while, feeling her breathing 
settle as she drifts off to sleep. If there’s one thing I know 
now, it’s that I will stop at nothing to keep her safe, and no 
one is ever going to take her from me. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


D ahlia 


I wake up at the first light of morning. I guess we never got 
around to pulling the curtains over the large glass windows, 
and it’s almost disorienting to wake up naked in front of 
that view. Even though I know no one can see in, I’m not 
used to being so exposed and open. 


But if what Nick says is true maybe TIl have to get used to 
people seeing me, at least the part of me where the baby 
will be. I don’t know what to think. His words seem so sure, 
and they even strike a chord somewhere deep down inside 
of me. But I don’t know if that’s just wishful thinking. Could 
he really be right? 


I stir a little and move away from Nick, rolling to the other 
side of the bed to cast an eye around for my things. I have 
no idea what I did with it all until I remember the bag from 
the spa, our clothes bundled up inside. I think of my lovely 
new designer dress and wince, it must be all wrinkled by 
now. 


It feels strange to pad around the suite while Nick is still 
asleep, but I get out of bed and grab a sheet from the floor 
to wrap myself up in, we must have kicked it off in the night. 
The very first thing I have to do is find my cell phone, 
because I realize I never told my Dad I wasn’t coming home 
last night. He must have noticed I didn’t come in, and I bet 
he’s worried. 


It’s a miracle that my cell isn’t dead, but the battery is still 
just about hanging on. Enough that I can see several missed 
calls from him. I wince to myself again and dial his number, 
waiting for it to connect with bated breath. 


“Honey?” He answers after only a couple of rings. “Where 
are you? Are you alright?” 


“Hey, Dad, sorry,” I say, closing my eyes as I talk. I’m sorry I 
made him worry. I can hear how stressed he is just by the 
sound of his voice. “I forgot to call you last night and my 
phone was on silent. I’m fine, totally. I just stayed over at a 
friend’s place.” 


“What happened?” Dad asks, sounding exasperated. 


“T’m sorry, really. We met up in the afternoon and we were 
catching up, and we just had a really good time. We got a 
bit carried away. I didn’t even realize what time it was, but 
hanging out turned into a movie marathon and then before 
we knew it we were dozing off.” 


“Next time something like this happens, you can just call 
me,” Dad says, clearly frustrated. “I was worried about you. 
I thought you were missing, or dead, or something.” 


“I know, I know, I’m really sorry,” I say again. “It’s just by 
the time we realized how late it was, I was so tired I could 
only just manage to get changed into some of her pj’s and 
crawl onto the sofa. I’ll be back home later on. I think.” 


“You think?” 


“Well, actually, I’m waiting for my friend to wake up. I don’t 
know what her plans will be.” I bite my lip. I feel bad telling 
him these half-truths, but what am I supposed to do? 
There’s no way I can tell him the full truth, who the friend 
really is, and just why we were up so late together. Or what 
we were doing. 


Dad sighs on the other end of the line. “Well, there’s no 
need to rush back, I suppose. So long as I know you’re 
alright. Ill be out tonight myself, anyway.” 


“Got it,” I say, full of regret. For making him worry, not for 
anything else. Last night was so right, and wonderful, and 
beautiful. “I’ll see you tomorrow then, I guess.” 


Someone calls Dad’s name in the background and he tells 
me goodbye, ending the call. I sigh and move back towards 
the bed, where Nick is now leaning on his elbows and 
watching me sleepily. 


“Everything okay?” he asks me. 


“Yeah,” I say, climbing back into bed, still wrapped in my 
Sheet. “Just clearing my schedule for the day.” Of course, 
it’s a bit of a joke. I don’t work and I’m done with studying 
for the moment, so I had nothing at all planned. 


“Pm glad,” Nick says, pulling me towards him for a chaste 
kiss. “But I can’t clear mine, I’m afraid. I have to go into 
work today.” 


I groan. I knew it had to be too good to be true. “I won’t see 
you until tonight?” 


Nick grins. “I know, it feels like a long time to me, too. But 
at least there will be something to look forward to and I 
don’t just mean getting back in here together.” 


“What, then?” 


“There’s a party tonight.” He kisses my shoulder then my 
collarbone. “I’d like you to come as my date. I want to show 
you off already.” 


I can’t stifle my smile. “Sounds good to me. What kind of 
party is it?” 


“Black tie,” he says. His kisses are trailing along my arm as 
he shifts over me. 


“What should I wear? The dress we bought yesterday?” 


Nick smiles and shakes his head between kisses that trail 
down my chest, almost to the top of the sheet where it 
covers me. “I’ll have someone send up a personal stylist 
with a rack of dresses you can choose from. You can stay 
here all day and wait for me. Entertain yourself. I already 
have a suit hanging in the closet here.” 


“Pl still miss you,” I say, hanging my arms around his neck 
as he leans above me to kiss me. “But aren’t you going to be 
late?” I could tell Dad was at work already from the noise in 
the background. I can only assume that means Nick is 
supposed to be there, too. 


He shoots a look at the clock and swears, then kisses me 
deep and hard one last time before vaulting out of the bed. 
“I’m showering and then running,” he says. “Have a good 
day. Pick something nice. Price is no obstacle.” 


I know he means it, and it makes me blush again to think of 
spending so much of his money. But, I think, still wrapped 
up in the sheets we made love in last night, if I really am 
pregnant with his baby, then I probably deserve it. 


Nick is gone in a whirlwind, somehow looking completely 
professional and put-together within less than ten minutes, 


and I plant a kiss on his cheek at the door before heading 
into the shower myself. As the water runs down over my 
naked body I think of it touching his skin only a few minutes 
before and close my eyes in bliss, knowing that I am exactly 
where I’m supposed to be. 


CHAPTER. THIRTEEN 


N ick 


I get back to the hotel in a rush, not because we’re going to 
be late for the party, we have plenty of time for that. But 
because I haven’t been able to think about anything but 
Dahlia all day, through all of the boring meetings and 
endless reports. All I have wanted is to get back to her. 


Stepping in through the doors of the penthouse suite, I’m 
not disappointed. I drop my key card on the table and tear 
off my jacket and tie, moving towards her with a purpose. 
She is stunning, simply stunning. She’s picked out a simple 
yet elegant navy blue gown, following the shape of her body 
and leaving her arms and shoulders bare. 


“Hey,” she says, and that’s all she manages to get out before 
my hands are on the sides of her face, my mouth claiming 
hers. 


J 


“Oh, wow,” she gasps out when I release her. “Do you... do 
you like the dress?” 


“I love it,” I growl, searching the fabric for a zip or buttons 
or some way to get it off her. “It’s gorgeous. You’re a 


goddess. I worship you. Now, get it off.” 


Dahlia half-laughs, her fingers obediently finding the hidden 
zip at the side of the dress, letting it fall to the floor. 
Underneath her breasts are bare, her sex exposed. She is 
completely naked. I run both my hands and my eyes over 
her, raising an eyebrow. 


“You didn’t get me any new underwear,” Dahlia says, with a 
naughty smirk that goes all the way to my cock and sets me 
even more on fire than I already was. “What was I supposed 
to do?” 


I answer with a growl instead of words, lifting her up and 
carrying her to the wide glass windows that look over the 
city. As private as it may be from the other side, where 
everything appears black, from here it feels as if the whole 
world could see us. I spin her around and push her up 
against the glass until her breasts touch it, her hands 
splayed on either side of her body, the whole city there 
below her. 


“Do you like the thought that they might be able to see 
you?” I ask, slipping my hands around and between her legs 
from behind. I nudge them apart with my knee, making her 
gasp as my fingers find and begin to massage her most 
sensitive nerves, mercilessly stroking her. “Do you want 
their eyes on your body, staring at you, worshipping you?” 


A shudder runs through Dahlia’s body. It sends a primal 
pride through me. This woman is mine, and only mine. I 
reach down for one of her legs, hefting it over my elbow 
and lifting it high until she is exposed even more, bending 
my back so that I can get the right angle to thrust my 
fingers inside of her. 


“They can look at you,” I whisper, feeling her shiver and loll 
her head back in response. “But they can’t touch. You are 


mine. Only mine. If anyone else touches you, I'll rip their 
hands off and shove them down their own throats.” 


Dahlia gives a strangled cry in response, a fresh shiver 
going through her body. She is wet and slippery under my 
fingers, gushing with desire. I’ll show her what happens 
when she dares to give me that naughty look. 


I lift her again, hearing her moan with disappointment as I 
pull my fingers away, and carry her to the bed. It takes only 
a matter of moments to wrestle my belt and pants out of the 
way, dropping everything to the floor and entering her as 
fast as I’m able to, earning a gasp of surprise and pleasure 
from her. 


She’s so hot and wet, it’s even better than last night. I 
thrust into her fast and hard in my shirt, not bothering to 
finish undressing. That would take too much time, and time 
is something I don’t have. There’s no bone in me that could 
resist her for the delay of a single second. 


Dahlia is moaning and writhing underneath me, and when I 
take her nipples into my hands and begin gently twisting 
the sensitive nubs she cries out. She moves with me now, 
her hips moving instinctively, bucking up to reach mine, 
forcing me in deeper. 


It’s the feeling of her orgasm that pushes me over the edge, 
her walls contracting around me, sucking me in deeper, 
milking me for all that I’m worth. I come inside her with a 
low, guttural growl, staking my claim again. We may have 
created a baby already, but I won’t let her forget that she 
belongs to me entirely. 


We’re both panting and sweaty by the time were done, I 
carry Dahlia over to the shower and hold her against me as 
the water crashes over us. I take the brunt of it, letting her 
stand back just enough, washing her body without 


disturbing her hair and makeup only slightly mussed from 
our escapade. It takes us only a little time to be ready to go, 
her in that blue dress with nothing underneath that makes 
me shudder to have her again, me in my tux. 


I offer her my arm as we cross the lobby. I want everyone to 
know that she is with me, not just walking next to me. As we 
reach the doors the bellboy is openly staring at her, and I 
don’t blame him. Her nipples are still hard, and visible as 
small mounds under the fabric of her dress. 


“She’s mine,” I growl at him as we pass. “Keep your eyes to 
yourself.” 


I feel a deep satisfaction to see him avert his eyes instantly, 
going pale and stammering out something that never gets 
to a conclusion. We’re gone before he gathers himself 
again, getting into the car that will take us to the party. 


It’s all I can do to restrain myself from tearing the dress off 
her again in the backseat, but we somehow make it to the 
party without turning around and going back. I’m seriously 
questioning my own judgement on that as we head into an 
elegantly-turned-out ballroom, an old design that must date 
back to when the building was first erected, full of men and 
women in suits and subtly elegant dresses. 


Still, I have to show my face here. It’s part of running the 
company, after all. 


Dahlia is looking around with wide eyes. “Wait,” she says. 
“You didn’t tell me this was a party for the company.” 


I shrug. “They wanted to celebrate the takeover. It’s 
something I do whenever I acquire a new business in my 
portfolio. It allows the new staff to get used to me, to see 
that there can be plenty of benefits to the new regime. 
Takes away some of the resistance.” 


“Well, still,” Dahlia says nervously, tugging at my arm as if 
she wants to hide away at the side of the room. “It’s just...” 


I don’t get to find out what the end of that sentence was, 
because the next thing I know, a man is rushing over to 
stand in front of us, waving his hand. 


“What are you doing with my daughter?” he demands, his 
face red and angry. He waves a hand towards Dahlia, and I 
realize that his other holds a glass of champagne. He might 
have had a few already. “Get your hands off her, for Christ’s 
sake. Do you think you own this whole building and 
everyone in it, too?” 


“Carlisle,” I attempt, recognizing him as the man I was 
supposed to meet with, but didn’t. Carlisle Harvey. In other 
words, Dahlia’s father. 


“This is disgusting,” he goes on. He’s yelling so loud that the 
whole party has stopped, everyone turning around and 
falling silent to watch. “You don’t have any right. You’re just 
some sort of playboy, right, swaggering around in here and 
thinking you can take our daughters along with our jobs 
and our pride?” 


“Daddy,” Dahlia says, her voice pained and tight. “Stop.” 


Carlisle stares at her with a stupefied expression, and I 
can’t tell if she’s made it better or worse. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


D ahlia 


This is the one moment I haven’t been looking forward to. 
All the while I’d known that Dad was furious with Nick. I 
suppose I was hoping that he would cool down before he 
realized I was seeing him. I wanted to warm him up to the 
idea over time, to tell him about my wonderful new 
boyfriend who treats me like a queen, before revealing who 
he actually is. 


But now the moment of confrontation is here, and it looks 
like there’s no escaping it this time. Dad’s drunk, or at least 
tipsy, but he isn’t going to forget. Things have to come to a 
head and I guess it has to be now. I just wish it wasn’t so 
public. 


“What?” Dad manages, looking at me and gasping like a fish 
out of water. “Honey, get away from him. What...?” 


“No,” I say, sadly but with finality. I have to stay strong here. 
This is my chance to show Dad that I’m serious about Nick, 
and that it’s not just a silly fling or a moment of weakness. I 


know he still wants to treat me like a kid, but I’m not 
anymore. I’m a woman. Nick’s woman. 


“What is going on?” Dad demands. Another member of the 
staff approaches him and attempts to catch his arm, saying 
his name quietly, trying to get him to stand down, but Dad 
throws his arm off. “No, I won’t go outside. I’m not leaving 
her with him. Dahlia, come here.” 


“I’m sorry, Daddy,” I say. I tighten my grip on Nick’s arm. “I 
won't. I’m here with Nick because we’re together.” 


“Together?” Dad splutters. “He’s been in town for days. 
How could you possibly know him well enough to say that 
you’re together?” 


“T just do,” I sigh. I knew he wouldn’t understand. I don’t 
know how to show him, how to make him see that this is 
real. “I want to be with Nick. He makes me happy. Please 
understand, Dad. I know you had a bad first impression, but 
he’s a wonderful man.” 


“Pm not going to give up on Dahlia without a fight,” Nick 
says warningly. “I mean it. Your daughter is special to me. 
She’s mine, and I’m not going to back down from that.” 


“A fight?” Dad repeats, his face screwing up. “You want to 
fight me? Come on, then. Come on. I'll fight you for my 
daughter.” 


“Dad!” I gasp, throwing a look at Nick as well. He didn’t 
need to make the situation worse by riling him up. “No one 
is fighting anyone. I’m not some stupid little girl who 
doesn’t know what she wants. I’ve already chosen Nick, and 
I’m not going to change my mind.” 


“You will,” Dad says savagely. “You will. Who is he? This 
businessman? All he does is travel around, buying up 
companies and then leaving them to make money for him. 


He doesn’t settle. This isn’t his home just because he’s 
bought our business. He’s not going to drag you around the 
country after him, he’ll leave you here and get on with his 
life.” 


“That’s not true,” Nick says. When I squeeze his arm, his 
voice goes lower, more respectful. At least I know one of 
them is listening to me. “Sir, I have no intentions of leaving 
your daughter here. And I do have a home. But I’m willing 
to relocate here, if that’s what Dahlia wants.” 


I haven’t heard that from him before, we’ve never even 
discussed the idea of what will happen when it’s time for 
him to move on. But I’m pleased to hear that he’s thought 
about it. That he would do whatever I wanted. Somehow, 
it’s exactly what I expected from him. 


“Just words,” Dad dismisses him scornfully. “Dahlia, I’m not 
going to stand for this. The man is rude, arrogant, and an 
outsider here. He’s not worthy of you. You knew how I felt 
about him, after he stood me up for our first meeting. He’s 
just the type to swoop in and buy up all the hard work of a 
man’s life and put his own men in place to swallow it all up. 
He’s a black hole, honey. You need to get away from him.” 


This has gone on long enough. I know that there’s not much 
I can say or do to convince him that this is right, but I do 
still have one card left to play. I hope it will be enough. If I 
know my Dad as well as I think I do, then this will at least 
give him some pause and make him offer Nick some 
respect, however begrudging. He has to. After all, we’re all 
going to be family, even if he managed to chain me up in a 
room and stop me from seeing Nick ever again, we still 
would be. We’ll be bound, now, by blood. 


I take a deep breath. “I did one of those new instant tests 
when you were out,” I tell Nick, before turning back to face 
Dad. “There’s no way you’re going to convince me to leave 


him, Dad. I won’t. That wouldn’t be fair on our unborn child. 
I’m pregnant, Daddy.” 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


N ick 


Silence echoes across the hall for a moment. Somewhere in 
the back of the room there is a faint clinking noise as 
someone refreshes their champagne glass. Everyone is 
staring at us, listening closely. They’ve had their fill of 
drama now, they must have. I don’t want this to be a public 
spectacle anymore. This should have been a private 
moment, and Carlisle has forced it out in the open. 


Still, I’m happy. I feel it flood my body, infusing my very 
being. She’s pregnant, and I’m going to be a father. Could 
there be anything more perfect? 


“Dahlia,” Carlisle breathes. “Is this true?” 


Dahlia nods resolutely, her hand still gripping tight onto my 
arm. “Yes. I’m pregnant. I confirmed it this afternoon.” 


That seals it. I can’t stand here and let this go on. I look 
between the two of them, Dahlia’s face tense, caught 
between joy and sadness; Carlisle, mouth hanging open in 
shock, unable to believe what he’s hearing. They aren’t 
getting anywhere, and I need a moment of my own. I need 


to be away from all of the watching eyes that are turned on 
us. 


I place my hand on top of Dahlia’s where it rests on my arm, 
to let her know that we’re about to move, and then I begin 
to walk towards the exit. Outside of this room I remember a 
marble-lined foyer, an entrance where our names were 
checked off the list. Behind the desk stairs stretching 
upwards, and it’s there where I head now. 


Dahlia follows me readily, her hand still on my arm as she 
keeps pace despite not knowing where we’re headed. Her 
heels clack on the marble floor rapidly as we head out of a 
room still so quiet I could hear a pin drop. As the doors 
begin to close behind us I hear an outbreak of noise, the 
gossip flooding back to life. I ignore it, just as I ignore the 
fact that they opened just a little wider before they finally 
closed. Someone is following us, and it doesn’t take a genius 
to figure out who it is. 


I can’t give Carlisle any more of my attention right now. 
He’s not the one who matters. Even if his acceptance is 
integral to Dahlia’s happiness, it is something that we can 
work on later, over time. We have the rest of our lives 
together to sort these things out. Right now, I need to have 
her to myself, her and our baby, already growing inside her, 
even if it is smaller than a pea at the present moment. 


We climb the stairs together, and I’m glad at least that I 
don’t immediately hear any footsteps following us. Carlisle 
must be hesitating down in the lobby, unsure of whether to 
follow us or not. Maybe the champagne and the shock have 
gotten the best of him. Either way, I take full advantage of 
the lull. I hurry Dahlia up the stairs, careful to support her 
so that she doesn’t slip in her heels, until we reach a broad 
open balcony that looks out over the main floor. 


There are gauzy curtains hanging down from above the 
railing which at least partially obscure us, and unless 
someone looked up, they wouldn't notice us at all. This is 
about as private as it will get for us so long as we're at this 
party, someone has started the music playing again and 
people are talking amongst themselves, and no one will 
hear us up here. 


I turn back to face Dahlia, seeing how pale she looks, how 
worried. I reach out and touch her face, cupping her cheek 
in my hand. “Do you regret this?” I ask, my voice tight. I 
don’t know what I will do if she says yes. 


“No,” she replies, to my relief. “Not at all. I love you, Nick. 
I’m yours. Dad will come around, even if it takes time. He’ll 
have to. It’s the only way he can stay involved in my life. I 
won't give you up.” 


I lean down and kiss her full on the mouth, though this time 
there is no lust in it, only adoration, pure worship, letting 
her know just how strongly I feel about her. 


I’m glad that was her answer. It means I can do the other 
thing I intended tonight. Or, at least, this week. I was 
thinking that we could go for dinner somewhere nice first, 
have a special night, a night like the day we already shared. 
This isn’t as romantic as I had hoped. But, the pregnancy, 
her father, this situation - it will have to do. 


Fixing her eyes with mine, I take a step back and drop 
down to one knee, reaching into the inner pocket of my 
jacket for the box hidden there. “Dahlia Harvey,” I say, 
swallowing to keep my throat clear. “It’s been only a short 
time since we met, but I already know I love you. You will be 
the mother of my child, of all my children. You will be mine 
for as long as we both live. I told you when we met that I 
was looking for the right woman to be my wife. You are that 
woman. Dahlia, will you marry me?” 


And I wait, my heart thudding painfully in my chest as she 
considers the question that could transform both of our 
lives forever. 


CHAP TER SIXTEEN 


D ahlia 


I can’t believe this is happening. 


It’s like I’ve had a dream for my whole life, without even 
realizing it, and then one day it appeared to me ready- 
made. I wished for it just a couple of days ago and now here 
it is, just like that. How can this be possible? 


I’m so stunned that for a moment I don’t even answer. Then 
I realize that Nick is still down on one knee, still holding out 
a delicate ring box with the most exquisite diamond ring I 
have ever seen, still waiting for an answer. This is really 
happening. I almost have to pinch myself before I can get 
the words to come out. 


“Yes!” I gasp, a grin spreading across my face, tears 
gathering in my eyes. Tears of happiness. Everything is 
coming together, I never even dreamed it could be this 
perfect. “Oh, my god, Nick, yes!” 


He slides the ring onto my finger as I laugh, a half-wet 
sound coupled with the tears streaming down my face. He 


stands and pulls me into a deep embrace, his hand holding 
my face as he leans down to kiss me over and over again. 


“Where did you even get this?” I ask, wiping at my face. I'll 
have ruined my makeup now, I think, but it doesn’t matter. 
Not when it’s for something as wonderful as this. 


“T got it when I was out today,” Nick says. A sheepish look 
on his face. “I may have had to cancel a couple of meetings 
in order to have the time to go shopping. That’s probably 
just one more reason why your father is pretty mad at me.” 


I feel a flicker of sadness at the mention of my Dad, but I 
push it away. Right now, I’m happier than I’ve ever been in 
my life, and I know this is everything I’ve always wanted. I 
belong to him and it’s all I want. I don’t need a single other 
thing than this, Nick, our baby, and this ring on my finger. 


“T love you so much, Nick,” I tell him. Tears stream down my 
cheeks and I wipe them away, laughing. This has been such 
a rollercoaster of a day. I cried with happiness when the 
test came up positive, too. There’s only one thing left that 
could make it perfect. 


But I guess we’re not going to get that, because the sound 
of footsteps outside draws our attention at the same time. 
Someone is coming up the stairs in a hurry, and they aren’t 
being quiet about it, even with the music drifting up from 
below, we can tell they’re stomping up to us. There’s only 
one person I would bet on being angry enough to make an 
entrance like that. 


“Dad,” I gasp, as he emerges onto the balcony with us, his 
face red with fury. 


“I won’t let you humiliate me like this,” he says. “First at 
work, and now here with my own daughter. I’m not going to 


stand for it, Nick Hatheway. You get away from my 
daughter.” 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


N ick 


I look up to see Carlisle storming in, shaking with anger. His 
words are not unexpected, although I don’t know that 
they’re fair. It’s not like that. Nothing I have done has been 
personally aimed at him, but maybe he does really know 
that, and that’s what makes him more angry than anything. 


“Carlisle,” I say, taking a deep breath. My instinct is just to 
hit him until he stops getting in the way of things, but I 
know that’s not the right answer. Not for Dahlia. She needs 
her father, and that means that I need to work on getting 
his support. It’s important to her, so I have to make it 
important for me as well. “Just listen to us for a moment. 
You don’t understand the full story. Just wait and let us 
explain.” 


“Are you going to try and talk your way out of this, you 
weasel? The way you’ve clearly talked my daughter into 
bed? Do you think you can make us believe that you’re a 
decent guy?” 


“Dad,” Dahlia says, her voice tight and hurt. Carlisle looks 
at her, and I think he actually regrets saying it. A cloud 
comes over his face, something like doubt. 


“T am a decent guy,” I say. I do feel confident enough in 
saying that. I’ve always tried to do the right thing whenever 
I can, to be a good person. When it comes to Dahlia, I know 
I’ll do everything in my power to make her happy. I think 
that qualifies me as a decent guy. “I don’t know why you 
think you know what my intentions are, but you’re wrong. I 
love Dahlia, and I’m not just leading her on. This is real.” 


“And how are we supposed to believe that?” Carlisle 
blusters. He keeps using the royal ‘we’, as if he thinks that 
Dahlia is included in his doubts, even though she clearly 
isn’t. “Where’s your proof?” 


“Its right here, Dad,” Dahlia speaks up, lifting her hand 
into the air. She turns it towards him so he can see the ring 
on her finger, catching the light from below to throw off a 
sparkle. “This is the proof. Nick proposed to me just a 
moment ago.” 


Carlisle tilts his face towards her, taking in the ring. There’s 
doubt creeping into his tone when he replies. “Then why 
were you crying? He didn’t hurt you?” 


“No, he didn’t hurt me,” Dahlia says, shaking her head and 
reaching up to brush away the tears on her face. “I’m 
crying because I’m happy, Dad. This is everything I want. 
Nick makes me happy.” 


Carlisle seems to be faltering. He doesn’t say a word in 
reply. Instead he just stares at Dahlia, then at me, his 
expression changing. It’s like he’s looking at me, actually 
looking at me, for the first time, instead of seeing the man 
he was angry with. 


“T don’t know if you took it in when Dahlia said it out there,” 
I say, quietly. “But she’s also pregnant. We’re going to get 
married, and she’s having my baby. This isn’t just a fling for 
me. This is serious.” 


Carlisle’s mouth opens and closes a few times, his lips 
pursing together in between. “This pregnancy was an 
accident,” he says at last. It’s phrased like a question but 
said like a statement, falling somewhere between the two. 
“You didn’t really mean to get her pregnant.” 


I shrug. “I wanted it,” I say. “I don’t think we could possibly 
have predicted that it would happen, but it did. And I know 
in my bones that this is real. And I’m happy. I want to spend 
my life with Dahlia. I’ve spent a long time looking for the 
right woman, and now that I’ve found her, I’m not willing to 
let her go.” 


“What if she wants to go?” Carlisle demands, raising his 
head. 


“Dad, stop it,” Dahlia tells him. “I don’t want to go. I want 
this, too. This is everything to me. I’m going to be Nick’s 
wife. I’m going to be a mother. Don’t you understand? 
We're a family.” 


Carlisle looks between us again, from her to me and from 
me to her. He looks like he’s trying to think of another 
objection to come up with. 


“Tt’s very fast,” he says at last. 


“That doesn’t mean it isn’t right,” I tell him. “I’ve been 
around longer than Dahlia, yes. And that means I’ve lived a 
life, grown to know myself. To know my own feelings. I also 
know that if something is good, there’s no point in waiting 
around because you’re scared it might not work. Every 
moment we waste is one we can’t get back ever again. If I 


didn’t allow myself to be with Dahlia, just because it was 
fast, I would miss out on moments I could never get again. I 
won't do that.” 


“He makes sense, and you know he does,” Dahlia says. “I 
know I’m young, but you raised me to be smart, and to 
think things through. I’ve thought about this, and it’s right, 
Dad. It’s the right thing for me. It’s what I want, and I trust 
Nick. I know he’s going to look after me.” 


Carlisle takes a deep breath, something like a sigh. He 
seems to have run out of objections at last, even if he 
doesn’t want to admit it yet. Slowly, we wait in silence as he 
raises his head, the sound of the party below traveling up to 
us. 


He can’t hold out any longer. He has to give us some kind of 
answer. So, he does. 


All of a sudden, a burst of movement after his long silence 
and stillness, Carlisle reaches out a hand for me to shake. 
“Nick,” he says, waiting for me to grasp it in both hands, 
gladly. “I hope you don’t expect me to keep calling you Mr. 
Hatheway.” 


“No, sir,” I tell him with a smile. “If anything, I should be 
calling you Mr. Harvey.” 


“Maybe it will be less awkward for everyone if we agree to 
drop the formalities” Carlisle says, hesitating with his eyes 
on the floor. “If you don’t take care of her...” 


“I know. You'll skin me alive.” 


“I was going to say I would come after you with a 
vengeance, but that works too,” Carlisle nods. His 
expression is still serious, and I know it will take him time to 
fully come to terms with the idea, but for now, at least, he 
seems to be on board. 


And as I look down at Dahlia and the happy smile plastered 
across her face, I know that things are alright or they will 
be. This is going to work out. And me? I couldn’t be happier. 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


D ahlia 


I take a deep breath, letting the air flood my lungs, feeling 
for the first time in a while as though I can actually breathe 
freely. I hadn’t even realized how much tension there was 
inside my body until I let it all out, feeling carefree again as 
I did before the confrontation began. 


Now that the two most important men in my life have 
reconciled, there’s more to be done. I would have gone 
through with marrying Nick, and starting our family 
together, even if Dad wasn’t on board. I wouldn’t have been 
happy, but I would have done it. But it feels much nicer to 
have him supporting us, and that means I can go ahead 
without any lingering doubts or worries. That’s the best 
feeling in the world. 


I’m going to get what I want in its entirety, a happy family, a 
child, a husband. I can’t believe it’s happened so fast, Dad is 
right about that, but I know in every cell of my body that 
Nick is right for me. 


“Alright,” I say, taking the lead now that they’ve shaken 
hands and done their macho thing. “I think we should all go 
somewhere together, don’t you? Somewhere away from 
colleagues where we can all sit down and discuss things, 
and get to know one another better.” Well, truth be told, it’s 
Dad and Nick who need to talk, but I know that they know 
what I mean. Besides, there’s no way I’m going to let them 
go anywhere unchaperoned, in case they end up falling into 
an argument again and come to blows. 


“That’s a good idea,” Nick says, glancing over his shoulder 
down at the party below. People are milling around down 
there, unaware that the best thing in my life has just 
happened. It’s kind of funny to think about that. “I’d better 
go find my assistant, James, and tell him we’ll be leaving.” 


“Im sure he expects that by now,” I laugh. “We made a bit 
of a grand entrance.” 


Dad clears his throat guiltily, but I shake my head and smile 
at him. All of that is forgotten now. 


“TIl head down now, and meet you back in the lobby. Wait 
there for me,” Nick says. 


“No,” I tell him, catching his arm to stop him. “We should 
show a united front. Stop the gossip from going overboard. 
It’s better if you and Dad go down together, especially. 
Smile and laugh together, say goodbye to a few people. 
Show there’s no hard feelings.” 


Nick glances at my Dad. “It’s a good point,” he says, 
cautiously. “We don’t want to have any rumors spreading 
about divisions within the company. It could affect the 
board, and investors.” 


Dad nods. At least where business is concerned, they both 
know what they’re talking about. That should help them to 


see eye to eye. “Alright,” Dad agrees. “TIl talk to a few key 
people on our side, allay some fears. We should get a drink 
together, then circulate for a few minutes or so before we 
leave. Make the right impression.” 


“Good.” Nick nods at me. “I want you to wait out by the 
desk, though. You don’t need to be put through any stress, 
and people will be staring.” 


“T can handle being stared at,” I laugh. 


“Still.” Nick leans over and kisses my forehead, his hand 
resting on my stomach. “I want you to be safe. We can 
handle this.” 


I nod in acceptance and let them go. I hesitate up on the 
balcony before I see them appear below, mingling amongst 
the guests, hefting glasses of champagne and even clapping 
each other on the back as they talk to a few people. Then, 
having seen enough to know that they are behaving 
themselves, I head slowly down the stairs to wait in the 
lobby. 


It’s still another ten minutes before they emerge, finding 
me sitting on the cold marble stairs, leaning against the 
bannister. I’m relieved when they finally appear, both of 
them sober and somber but at least together. 


“All good?” I ask though I think I can tell that it is. When 
they nod, I smile. “Good. So, where are we going?” 


“There’s a restaurant I know,” Nick suggests. “It’s quiet, 
and they’ll give us a private booth. No one will be able to 
access it except the wait staff. We can talk, get something to 
eat, something to drink. What do you think?” 


“Sounds good. Dad?” 


At his nod, we all set off, making a strange trio. My Dad, still 
reeling a little. Nick, tall and protective with his arm around 
me, and me, younger than both of them, trying to make 
sure they both feel comfortable. But if it works, it works. 


We arrive at the restaurant Nick suggested after only a 
short walk, and we’re shown to a table with the usual 
deference that I’ve noticed people tend to show him. I 
guess they can tell he’s someone special. I barely take in 
the setting or the other people around, I just want to sit 
down and talk some more with the two most important 
people in the world to me. 


Or number two and number three, once someone else 
comes along, at least. 


“So,” I say, when we're seated and alone, the waiter having 
gone to fetch our drink orders. “When are we going to have 
the wedding?” 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 


N ick 


Dahlia’s question would have made me spit out my drink if 
I’d already been served it. I wonder if she’s a little crazy, 
bringing up that question in front of her Dad so soon after 
he’s only just recovered from the shock of it in the first 
place. I steal a look at Carlisle and see that he, too, is taken 
aback. 


“Serious question, guys,” she says into the ensuing silence. 
“We need to set a date, you know. It’s not right for us to 
have a child out of wedlock. We need to get this covered.” 


I tend to agree, though I didn’t think she would want to set 
a date so soon. “Well, then we should get it done quickly. 
We’ve only got nine months to go, and you don’t want to be 
getting married when you’re heavy and ready to pop. 
Sometime in the next six months, I’d say.” 


“I don’t want a winter wedding, though,” Dahlia says, 
chewing her lip slightly. “I think we should do it as soon as 
possible.” 


“Six months isn’t very long to plan a wedding,” Carlisle 
objects. “When your mother and I...” 


“Dad, it’s not going to be a big fancy wedding,” Dahlia says, 
matter-of-fact. “We don’t need that. Right, Nick? We can 
have a proper celebration later, after the baby is born.” 


I shrug. If that’s what Dahlia wants, I’m happy to go along 
with it. In fact, it’s even better like this. I don’t want to have 
to wait for the whole world to know that she is mine, and 
mine alone. The sooner I get to call her Mrs. Dahlia 
Hatheway, the better. “That seems like a good idea. We can 
keep it to family and close friends only. A nice service in a 
church, and then a small gathering afterwards - 
somewhere like this, where we can just hire out the room 
and have everything catered for us.” 


“Then let’s do it a month from now,” Dahlia announces. Her 
palms are flat on the table and she is leaning in, closer to 
both of us, her eyes wide. She looks excited, but not over 
the top. She’s in her right mind, that much is clear. She just 
wants this to be official just as quickly as I do. 


“That’s preposterous,” Carlisle objects. “A month? There 
won't be enough time to get anything organized at all. Most 
places will be booked. How are you going to get anything 
sorted out?” 


“T have connections,” I tell him. “And money. Money talks, 
most of all. Believe me, if Dahlia wants it in a month’s time, I 
can get everything together in a month.” 


“Its settled, then,” Dahlia says. She flips through the apps 
on her cellphone for a calendar. “How about the tenth? It’s 
a Saturday.” 


Carlisle opens his mouth as if to object again, but his eyes 
fall on his daughter and the dazzling smile that is lighting 


up her face. She wants this badly, and he can easily see 
that. He knows her, after all. He knows how she is. 


“I suppose you’re used to getting what you want,” he 
grumbles at me. “I don’t suppose many people have the 
guts to tell you no.” 


“Well, I hope you'll be one of them,” I tell him, with a glint in 
my eye. I reach for Dahlia’s hand on the table. “When it 
comes to business, anyway. I could do with someone who 
isn’t afraid to tell me the truth about the company’s 
prospects. Will you do that for me?” 


Carlisle mumbles out a yes, a pleased look on his face that 
he is trying to hide by accepting his glass from the waiter, 
and I feel Dahlia squeeze my hand in approval. I look down 
at her hand in mine, the ring sitting on her finger. I can’t 
wait until she wears a more permanent band there, 
something that will show my possession of her once and for 
all. I won’t have anyone take her from me, not for as long as 
I live. I won’t let them even entertain the thought that they 
could. 


It’s right that we have a small ceremony, and that we do it 
fast. But when the baby is here, perhaps for our first 
anniversary, we can have a big party with all of my business 
connections and the people I’ve met along the way, as well 
as everyone from Dabhlia’s side. I’ll show them then that 
there’s only one man she belongs to. But for now, this will 
do and I know I wouldn’t be able to wait until after the baby 
was born, whether I believed in the legitimacy of wedlock 
or not. 


“To the tenth,” I say, raising my glass in the air above the 
middle of the table. Two more glasses clink against mine, 
and I grin as we all take a sip, knowing that everything is 
going to go perfectly. 


CHAPTER TWENTY 


ONE MONTH LATER 


D ahlia 


I can’t believe the day is finally here. It’s all gone by in such 
a whirlwind, and now it’s the tenth, and I’m standing 
looking at myself in a floor-length mirror. 


My wedding gown is gorgeous. The tulle and lace 
concoction cost more than my Dad’s car, but Nick was 
happy to pay for it. He paid for everything, even though 
Dad protested. The same Dad who is standing behind me 
now with tears in his eyes, trying to stay gruff and keep it 
together. My hair and makeup have been expertly done to 
turn me into a dewy, fresh-faced bride, and I can’t believe 
how beautiful I look. 


“Nick’s going to have a heart attack when he sees you,” 
Dad says, clearing his throat to keep the thickness out of his 
voice. The two of them have bonded much more in the past 
month, mostly out of necessity. Planning a wedding in such 
a short space of time has indeed been intense, but Nick 
kept his promise. He booked everything I wanted, and the 
only thing left to do now is to enjoy it. 


“T hope not,” I smile. “That wouldn’t be a good start to our 
marriage.” 


“They say ‘in sickness and in health’ for a reason,” Dad says, 
reaching out to me and adjusting my necklace as I face him. 
There’s nothing wrong with it at all, I know. He just needs to 
keep busy. 


“Are you ready?” I ask him. 
“Shouldn’t I be asking you that?” he replies. 


I chuckle and take hold of his arm. “Let’s go, then, Daddy,” I 
tell him, and he leads me out of the room, clearing his 
throat and blinking fast to try to keep it together. 


Organ music starts up as we step into the church, down an 
aisle strewn with pale rose petals. Up ahead I see Nick 
standing at the altar, watching me with eyes that brim with 
love. He looks me up and down from head to toe and then 
places a hand over his heart, his face shining, letting me 
know that he’s overcome. I blush and let my eyes slip to the 
floor, making sure not to trip. I feel the emotions squeezing 
tight in my own chest. I could never have imagined that 
we'd be able to pull this day off so beautifully. 


Dad leaves me when we reach Nick, squeezing my arm and 
then letting go and stepping away with tears glistening on 
his cheeks. I smile at him reassuringly, letting him know 
once again that this is the right thing. He steps back, and I 
look up at Nick, my soon to be husband. My heart pounds in 
my chest at the sight of him. 


“You're beautiful,” he whispers. 


“You’re so handsome,” I reply. It’s true. He’s wearing an 
exquisite dark suit with a velvet tuxedo jacket, perfectly 
chosen to set off the tones of his brown eyes. He makes my 
heart throb with pride. 


As we recite our vows Nick reaches out secretly to touch my 
stomach for just a moment. I know what he is saying, a 
reminder that our unborn child is here with us too, taking 
part in the ceremony. It all passes like a dream, so 
wonderful I can barely cling onto anything but this feeling 
of happiness threatening to send me soaring up into the sky. 


“You may kiss the bride,” the priest says, and I realize it’s 
done, we are married, husband and wife. Nick steps 
towards me, beaming, and slips his arms around my waist, 
then his lips swoops down to claim mine, almost lifting me 
up off my feet as we kiss for the first time as Mr. and Mrs. 
Hatheway. Behind us, our friends and family clap and cheer, 
and when he pulls away I find I’m laughing in delight. 


It’s not until later in the day, after our reception at the local 
restaurant, that Nick finds the time and the privacy to 
murmur something in my ear about looking forward to 
seeing what I’ve picked out as my bridal lingerie. 


“But Nick,” I whisper, giving him an innocent look. “You 
didn’t buy me any.” 


His gaze travels suggestively downwards, over the simpler 
gown I picked out for our reception, lingering on my 
breasts and between my legs. I nod at him with a naughty 
smile, and he turns to the group sitting around the table. 


“If you'll excuse us,” he says. “My wife and I are just going 
to pop outside to make a quick call to a dear friend who 
couldn’t make it today. We’ll be back shortly.” 


As I follow him outside, pulled along by his hand tugging 
insistently on mine, I murmur, “Who are we calling?” 


“No one,” he shoots back. “But the limo is parked out front, 
and I can have the driver drive around for a bit. You really 


thought I was going to sit there next to your half-naked 
body, and I would be able to resist?” 


I laugh, clambering after him into the limo, already tugging 
the dress up above my hips as I do to show him that I wasn’t 
making it up. 


EPILOGUE 


N ick 


I bounce Nick Jr up and down on my knee, watching him 
burble happily. He isn’t yet at the speaking stage, but his 
little face is so expressive. He watches me with happy 
wonder as I make cooing noises, pretending to fly him up 
into the air. 


“Do these look professional enough?” Dahlia asks, putting 
the second of a pair of earrings into her ear and tilting her 
head so I can see it. 


“They look great,” I tell her. “Do you think you’re going to 
be ready?” 


“Of course, I will,” Dahlia says, but she looks stressed out. 
She takes the earrings out and starts leafing through a pile 
of paperwork, looking for something. 


“I think Mommy’s a little bit stressed out,” I tell Nick Jr ina 
babyish voice. He only laughs along, most likely unable to 
understand what I mean, responding only to my playful 
tone. “Yes, she is. Yes, she is. She’s a little stressed 
Mommy.” 


“Pm not stressed!” Dahlia snaps, belying her words. I know 
for a fact that she is, because I’ve seen it written all over 
her face. She’s been preparing since before Nick Jr was 
born, and she still doesn’t seem to be quite sure that she 
can do it. “I’m just - I just - it’s going to be a big change.” 


I think this over as she continues rifling through the papers. 
Ever since we decided that she would join my business as 
my Executive Assistant, she’s been a diligent student, 
learning about all of the companies I own, understanding 
how my schedule works and when things should be added 
to it, figuring out the ropes. It’s not at all bad news for 
James, who has been training her, in a week’s time when 
Dahlia starts work he will be moving up to take over a few 
of my branches for me. He’ll report to me on a regular 
basis, but he’ll take care of all the day-to-day work I had 
been doing there, leaving me more time to spend with my 
family. 


I know from his feedback that Dahlia knows everything that 
she needs to know. She’s passed every test with flying 
colors, and he has no doubt that she’s going to do great. It’s 
not the job, so it must be something else. 


“Is it Junior you’re worried about?” I ask, sensing that it 
must have something to do with our newfound situation. All 
of these nerves only really started in the last month or so, 
when the date of her start began to approach. 


Dahlia sighs and sets the paperwork down, turning to me at 
last. “I don’t know about leaving him with the nanny,” she 
says. “I know she’s good at her job, but I’m his mother. I 
shouldn’t be just abandoning him like this.” 


“You’re not abandoning him,” I tell her. I get up from the 
couch, putting Nick Jr down on the floor so he can play with 
his favorite toy, a plush train that has built-in buttons to 
make a choo-choo noise. “It’s just that he’s too young to 


come with us just now. As soon as he’s old enough to go to 
school, you can leave work in the afternoons to be with him. 
Or he can come to the office to do his homework. We’ll be 
together as a family all the time, just as soon as he can join 


n 


us. 


Dahlia softens a little, but I can see she’s still not convinced. 
“I suppose you’re right,” she says. “It just feels like it’s too 
soon.” 


“It will always be too soon. Even when he’s eighteen years 
old, it will feel too soon,” I say, cupping her face in my hands 
the way she loves. “Anyway, there’s one thing you haven’t 
taken into account.” 


“What’s that?” 


“There will be plenty of opportunities to make more babies, 
if we’re together at work all day,” I say, dipping my head to 
kiss her lips and then her jaw, her neck, her collarbone. 


Dahlia moans under my mouth, relaxing into me like butter, 
soft and pliable. “That sounds good,” she says throatily. 


I’m just about to slip my hands under her ass and carry her 
to the bedroom when Nick Jr throws the train across the 
room and starts to cry, interrupting us in the most effective 
way possible. We both laugh, and as Dahlia goes to comfort 
him, I can’t help but keep my eyes fixed on her ass while 
she bends over. 


“I guess there might be one or two advantages,” she says, 
laughing as she rocks Nick Jr comfortingly against her hip. 


“T can’t wait,” I tell her, licking my lips as I look her up and 
down. My woman, still as sexy as ever. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


D ahlia 


“Its been a long day,” I yawn, reaching out to unlock the 
front door. 


“Well, you didn’t have to wear me out on our lunch break,” 
Nick says, squeezing my ass to make me yelp as I push it 
open. “It’s your own fault, really.” 


I turn to give him a naughty grin over my shoulder as we 
hear the stampede of little feet in the distance. “Are you 
saying you don’t want me to do it again?” I ask. 


I have just enough time to see Nick’s eyes widen in horror 
at that thought before we are mobbed by two little bodies, 
Nick Jr, running straight into my legs to latch onto me, and 
his sister, hobbling much more slowly towards Nick. 
Cynthia, we named her after my mother, is definitely a 
Daddy’s girl. Just like me. 


We both scoop our respective bundles of joy into our arms 
and walk in, but soon Nick Jr is squirming to get down and 
run to Nick as I stop to talk to the nanny. 


“All good?” I ask her. 


“Oh, yes, Mrs. Hatheway. They behaved very well. They 
drew some nice pictures for you. I’ve left them on the 
dining table.” 


“Thank you for that,” I tell her, watching her get her coat to 
leave. As I turn I see Nick, trying to put his briefcase down 
with Cynthia in one arm and Nick Jr running constantly 
around his feet. 


“And we saw a diny-sir” Nick Jr tells him with absolute 
excitement, almost tripping over his own feet as he tries to 
form the words in his tiny mouth. Cynthia watches on with a 
happy babbling, mostly nonsense sounds. 


“I think you mean a dinosaur, bud,” Nick grins, finally 
getting the briefcase down and flopping down into an 
armchair. “Come up here and tell me all about it.” 


Nick Jr happily scrambles up, to sit opposite Cynthia on his 
Dad’s lap. 


“Who’s ready for dinner?” I ask, before Junior can launch 
into one of his long, rambling, and often nonsensical stories, 
just the kind of thing you expect from a kid his age that 
usually ends in him getting bored or falling asleep before 
the conclusion. 


“Me!” Nick and Nick Jr chime in unison, and Cynthia 
quickly burbles along, copying them. 


I laugh and head towards the kitchen, lingering in the 
doorway for a quick look back. Nick is holding both of our 
children against him, letting Nick Jr talk excitedly while 
Cynthia simply rests her head against his chest. 


I don’t like to be away from them long. I already have pre- 
prepared food, made all in a rush on Sundays with the 


children watching and playing in the kitchen, and all I need 
to do now is heat it up and dress a fresh salad. I do it 
quickly, not wanting to miss a single moment, and then call 
them through. 


Cynthia is still sitting in her high-chair, but Nick Jr has a 
big-boy chair now. Soon he’ll be going off to school, and I 
think my heart will burst when that happens. I watch him 
eat with a tiny blossom of pain, thinking about how quickly 
they are both growing, how soon it will be before they don’t 
need their Mom and Dad at all. 


“What’s up?” Nick asks, spooning a bite of lasagna into his 
mouth. “Thinking about work?” 


I smile and shake my head. Work has never been better. 
Everything is running perfectly. Nick’s portfolio is running 
flawlessly, and we’re richer than we’ve ever been. Not only 
that, but with James taking over a large chunk of the day-to- 
day work, we might have a lot more time for family 
activities soon. “No. Just thinking about how these little 
ones are getting bigger everyday.” 


“It’s cause I eat my v-vegetables, Mommy,” Nick Jr informs 
me solemnly, taking a big breath before attempting the long 
word. 


“That’s right,” I laugh at him. 


Nick reaches under the table, taking my hand. “Don’t 
worry,” he says. “I don’t think it will be a problem for now.” 


I wonder what he means, but just then Cynthia burst out 
into a long, loud babble of nonsense, clearly wanting to be 
part of the conversation, and we all laugh. 


It’s only later on, when we all snuggle onto the sofa to 
watch some cartoons before the kids go to bed, that I 
remember his comment. 


“What did you mean by that, at dinner?” I ask. “About them 
growing up fast not being a problem?” 


Nick reaches a hand around me, from where he lays against 
the back of the sofa with me pressed against me, and rubs 
my belly protectively. “I’ve just got a feeling in my bones,” 
he says. “I think you’re pregnant again.” 


“Really?” I ask him, almost shooting upright in excitement. I 
think about it, he could be right. We’ve never used 
protection, because we love our growing family, and I 
should probably be due a period about now... 


“Really,” Nick says, grinning. “Is that going to be okay?” 


I shift around on the couch in response until we’re facing 
one another and kiss him deeply, looking into his eyes with a 
blissful feeling. Nothing could ever feel any better than this. 


“Ewwww, Mommy,” Nick Jr complains at our display of 
affection, and we both laugh, Nick reaching out to ruffle his 
hair as I settle back down to watch the cartoons with my 
family. 


My loves. My life. 
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